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Would | have the guts to put this to your head? 
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During the final weeks, they gave up talk of food, and friends, and all of the things they didn't get to do before 
the epidemic spread. Instead, they talked of souls; the single thread of light that signifies the binding cord 
between the physical body and the eternal aspect of consciousness. Gerard prefers spirit, but Frank thinks in 
terms of souls. Catholics were always asking for mercy on their souls, after all. Sure, he had turned his back 
on religion for a while, questioned God, disagreed with the church. He was impure. He had strayed, like the 
prodigal son. None of it mattered much back then. 


There was always another day to be sorry for your sins. 


But then, the rising began. 


Initially, Gerard was less convinced of the biblical apocalypse happening sixteen stories below them. He figured it 


was a terrorist attack, something that would eventually be handled and contained. This is mildly ironic- he had 
no faith in the government, or the media, or the religious leaders that shouted and argued on the television 
(back when there was still electricity and, even earlier, CNN). What he did have was a wealth of faith in 
humanity. Somehow, we would find the hope and strength to pull through, carry on. We would triumph because 
if we didn't, his entire message (when there had been a world to hear it) would have been a big fucking lie. 


"They tried to weigh the human soul once." Gerard's voice was low, raspy. They had a little water, but a drink 
to soothe a parched throat was a luxury they could not afford. Rations were scarce, the pounding upon the 
steel-reinforced hotel door a constant reminder that the dead, contrary to what Gerard had always been told, 
dd not sleep"They put nearly-dead consumptives on scales and weighed them before, at the time of, and after 
their deaths. They figured it weighs 21 grams." 


Frank turned to look at him, and even from across the room, Gerard could see how sunken and defeated his 
eyes had become, and his heart broke just that much more. He reached out a hand, fingers outstretched, 
beckoning. Wordlessly, Frank stood, closed the carpeted distance between them, sat down next to Gerard on the 
floor with his back to the wall behind the bed. Gerard took Frank into his arms and kissed the side of his neck, 
nuzzled into the collar of his jacket, the faded scent of his cologne. Both, however, kept their eyes on the 
darkened, narrow walkway that led to the door. Listened to the scratching; the thudding of dead flesh against 
the steel. Did they know when they designed the fucking doors they would be used to keep the motherfucking 
zombie holocaust at bay? 


In the dark, they stayed hidden. There were no radios, no televisions. There was a room, a small balcony that 
neither had dared venture onto, the last of their bottled water, and the last of their meager rations. One 
blanket. Two dead Sidekicks. At least they had each other. 


3 EEE EK 


The news reports had been sporadic, no one really knowing what to make of the scattered clusters of violence 
springing up in small cities across the west coast, spreading like gangrene to the heartland and beyond. Gerard 
later wondered how much money the responsible parties paid Fox News to downplay the beginning of the 
apocalypse. By the time it reached Pittsburgh, their latest spot on the tour (and the home of Night of the 
Living Dead - how fitting), they had nowhere left to go. Jersey, they were told on the news, was a graveyard. 
New York, a bloodbath. 


To say that My Chemical Romance had been unprepared for the end of the world would be an understatement. 
While people were being urged to stay inside and stockpile bottled water and canned goods, they were asleep in 
their rooms, unaware of the craziness to come. Seven hours before their show, Frank woke up where he'd 
fallen asleep in Gerard's room, turned on the television and saw hordes of shambling, bloody cannibals tearing 
apart a woman on her front lawn. A small child turned to run and a man whose lower jaw was missing chased 
the baby, tearing its arm off and holding it high, triumphant, before descending. The rest of them fell upon the 
child, a writhing mass of bloated flesh. The half-devoured woman got up, turned toward the camera. One of 
her eyes was missing, her cheek torn, flapping. She rushed forward, her fingers leaving sticky trails of gore 


across the lens. Then, the program cut to an anxious-looking Anderson Cooper apologizing for the "technical 


difficulties coming out of Atlanta" 
"Holy fuck, this is awesome!" Frank turned, hit Gerard's leg. "Wake up, G - this may be the coolest movie ever.’ 


Gerard stirred, rubbed sleep from his eyes. He watched the screen for a moment, watching clips of people 
running, screaming; the Army shooting; masses of casualties, blood, guts. He yawned, turned to grab his phone, 
and noticed he had no service in the hotel, which was weird. He lit a cigarette, took a deep drink from the Diet 
Coke on the bedside table and blinked rapidly, focusing on the program. They watched in silence for a few 


minutes, rapt. 
"Frankie, what channel is this?" 


There was something wrong with the footage on the screen It had no flow, lacked the look of any sort of 
edited material. Frank clicked the channel button, and the green letters on the channel guide read CNN. He 
turned, looked questioningly at Gerard. 


"What the fuck? Is this some War of the Worlds-type bullshit?" 


Gerard, with the wholly relieved yet vaguely amused feeling of those who realize they're dreaming, stood and 
crossed the room. He opened the balcony door, looked down. 


The scene below defied any explanation. The streets were empty. There were cars left abandoned with doors 
agape in the middle of the streets. Nothing moved; the quiet was unnatural. He craned his neck, scanned the 
parking garage across the street, the rest of the city beyond the murky, grey river. Nothing. It was 1230 on a 
Friday afternoon. Where did everybody go? 


Frank followed him outside and looked down He gave a soft gasp, unconsciously leaned closer to Gerard. They 


watched a man stumble down the street. He was clutching his arm and muttering - singing, maybe? 


"Heyl" Gerard cupped his hands around his mouth to amplify his shout. The man, oblivious, continued to trudge 
along. He looked behind him then crossed the street and disappeared, obscured below the rows of hotel 


balconies. 


From the opposite block, a collective thunder of footsteps rose up. The boys turned, staring, as an entire 
parade of b-movie extras shambled, crawled, flat-out ran after the man, stories below them. They didn’t see 
the attack, but the noise from the street and the screaming caused them to back away from the balcony, 
close the door. Click the lock. 


Frank shook his head, hyperventilating, willing himself to wake the fuck up. 


Gerard ran to the phone, dialed Mikey's room extension. Nothing. Not even a dialtone. He slammed the receiver 


back in the cradle, picked it up, tried again. 


Dead 


"Frankie, we have to go get the others." 


There\'s no room in this hell; no room in the next 
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Frank stood on the other side of the bed, watched as Gerard sprang into action He realized that he was crying 
and with each hysterical sob, the hope that this could just be a dream began to fade. 


"Frankie." Gerard clapped his hands, once, demanding attention. Frank's round, startled eyes flicked over to him. 
In a second Gerard was beside him. He kissed the tears from Frank's cheek, squeezed his hand. When he spoke 
again, it was with calm certainty, his eyes never leaving Frank's. "If we don't go, the others are going to die. We 
have to find them, we have to get provisions and find somewhere safe to go. | will not leave you. Do you trust 


me?" 


Frank looked up and nodded, once. He wiped his eyes, and the shell shock diminished enough to satisfy Gerard. He 
leaned in, pressed his lips roughly against Frank's, then began to tear the room apart for weapons. Frank came 
up with a small pocket knife, Gerard ripped the aluminum clothes bar from the closet, hefting it in his hands. 
The idea that he'd been sound asleep just twenty minutes before (and before that his biggest worry was 
whether or not the black pants he wanted to wear onstage flattered his crotch) was completely ludicrous. He 


was just waiting to wake up. 


The click of the dead-bolt was shotgun loud in the hallway. Gerard leaned his head out the door, looked both 
ways. Nothing. Mikey was on floor 12. Ray and Bob were on IB. There was no telling what lay between them, 
though. Gerard was smart enough to know that if there was that much carnage in the streets, the chances 
that their hotel had not been invaded by.. whateverthefuck those things were.. were pretty slim. Plus, there 
was the potential to encounter rabid hotel guests, vigilantes, and all sorts of unpleasantness. Yeah.. the fucking 
closet bar and a three inch pocket knife.. versus crazed, likely-undead cannibals. Fuck me.. He pushed the door 


open the rest of the way, motioning for Frank to be quiet and follow him into the hall 


They crept, looking around wildly. If it hadn't been so fucking scary, Frank would have mentioned that they 
probably looked a lot like the kids from Scooby Doo. But as it was, it was all he could do to keep up with 


Gerard and not piss his pants or just start screaming. 


Never mind the fact that no one knew what the fuck was going on. They had fifteen minutes of CNN and a 
mauling in the street to go by. 


The doors that they passed were mostly closed, no sounds emanating from within. One door stood open, a maid 


cart parked outside. There was no sign of anyone, and Frank did not want to get too close to the open door, 


lest something awful reach out to grab him. He reached out to take Gerard's free hand, realized that they 
were both trembling wildly. 


Halfway down the hall, Gerard found the fire axe. He shattered the cabinet with the closet pole, pulled it free. 
It weighed more than Frank and his attempts to swing it were clumsy and awkward, but at least it was 


something solid, something tangible. 
Tangible.. 


Gerard remembers the first time. He felt the shift of the curtain as Frank slid his body in behind him on the bunk, 
the warm press of his bare skin against the back of his black t-shirt. He remembers the way Frank leaned in and 
licked his ear, how he had fantasized about this very thing so offen, how the moist breath against his earlobe made 
him ache with need Their on-stage flirtation had metastasized to the point where you could almost see the pale 
blue arcs of electric tension crackling between them. They kissed each other, licked the sweat from the other's 
face - all, seemingly, for the benetit of the audience. Both, after all, were decidedly straight. Both wary of making 


the first move. Their off-stage antics consisted of smoldering looks and the occasional accidental touch. 


That night, however, Frank had decided to take matters into his own hands. He nibbled the lobe of Gerards ear, his 
hps grinding sensuously against him, and he whispered, "We should make this a little more tangble, G. Im tired of 
pretending | don’t want to fuck you." 

They had been as quiet as possible that night, not wanting to wake the others. When Gerard came, Frank 


smothered his moans with his tongue. 


His thoughts were interrupted by the ding of the elevator door opening around the corner, at the end of the 


hall. Ready or not, something was coming their way. 


But would anything matter, if you\'re already dead? 
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Around the corner, they heard screaming and the soft thud of heavy footfalls being absorbed by plush carpet. 
Gerard pushed Frank behind him, gripped the axe, pushed the metal pole into his hands. 


A sprinting figure rounded the bend, followed closely by a shambling, disheveled housekeeper. The housekeeper's 
uniform was sprayed with the dark crimson of arterial blood spatter and her right arm was missing; long, 
dangling strips of muscle and tendon slapped wetly against the front of her uniform as she advanced. The hot, 
metallic stench of blood filled the hall. 


"Mikey?" Frank whispered, peering out from behind the taller man. 


As the chase drew nearer, the shadows resolved enough to reveal that the runner was, indeed, Mikey. Gerard 
screamed his name, urging him on faster and he ran as if all the demons in hell were at his heels- which was 
probably an accurate assumption. The thing with the missing arm snarled, its stump colliding with the wall, 
leaving a thick, bloody streak across the ornate beige wallpaper. Gerard stood his ground as Mikey closed the 
last few feet, throwing himself into Frank's arms with a sob. 


"Fuck this.." Gerard, impatient, ran at the maid, axe raised high above his head. With a shriek, he drove the 
blade through her skull, his shoulder wrenching painfully as the monster fell at his feet: 
Again lifeless. 


As the axe cleaved her skull in two, the sound reminded him of their tour two summers ago. Having nothing 
better to do while waiting for the bus to be refueled, they purchased a whole watermelon from a roadside 
fruit stand and hacked it open with a dull machete Ray had found at a flea market. They laughed as Gerard 
comically attacked the melon, screaming, "I kick ass for the Lord!" as he drove the blade through the tough 
rind, twisting; the sudden snap as it gave and broke apart. How the pink-tinged juice had run down his arm as he 
lifted a chunk of ruby pulp triumphantly fo Frank's lps. And later, back on the bus after everyone else had fallen 
asleep, how Frank had stil tasted lke sticky-sweet sunshine.. 


He looked down, smiled ferally, like the way chimpanzees grin as a gesture of hatred and antagonism. Kicked the 
motherfucker. Wiped blood and bone fragments from his cheek and turned around, striding back to his boys. 


Frank watched Gerard destroy the maid, his arms around Mikey's waist, their hearts hammering in their 


chests. He tilted his head up, wiped blood from Mikey's trembling lips. 


"You alright, Mikes? It didn't hurt you, did it?" 


Mikey shook his head, his words coming out soft, almost sleepy, "| went to the Starbucks across the street.. 
There was no one out and they were closed when | got there, so | gave up and went back to the hotel. | 
stopped at the front desk, but no one was there.. So | just went back upstairs. | got off on Ray and Bob's floor, 
hoping they'd know what was going on. But when the elevator opened, some dude was attacking that lady 
there," he gestured down the hall. "I tried to help her, | pulled her back into the elevator with me. But she 
wasn't breathing, Frank. And | knew | had to get to you or G, to get help. | forgot what floor you were on 
though and | pushed twelve by mistake. | tried to get out, to take her to my room and call you guys but there 
were people at the other end of the hallway, and they didn't look so good They were bloody and stumbling, and 
so | just closed the doors and finally remembered that G was on lb. As soon as the elevator started, that lady 
sat up and grabbed my leg. Her eyes were fucked up, all white and shit. | fought her off until the door opened 


At this point, Gerard rejoined them, his eyes trained on Mikey as he examined him, wiping the blood from his 
eyelids. Finally satisfied that he was shaken but uninjured, he threw his arms around his brother. Frank hugged 
them both, and they stood like that for a moment - terrified, yet elated that they were not in this alone. 


Not knowing you changed from just one bite 
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Gerard broke the embrace, looked back over his shoulder at the carnage down the hall. An avid fan of the 
Romero zombie genre, he had an idea what they were up against. These were no crappy Dawn of the Dead 
remake zombies, these were the real deal motherfuckers that haunted his dreams as a boy. For a moment he 
felt justified, after all those years of telling everyone how convinced he was that a zombie holocaust was 
completely possible, here it was, and he was fucking kicking ass. If the maid had been any indication, the undead 
were undoubtedly slow. He knew that it wasn't the speed that would do you in, it was their relentlessness. One 
or two at a time could be dispatched without much problem- it was where you ran into hordes of twenty, 
thirty, that things would get tricky. And since death was unavoidable, their numbers could only increase, while 
the living dwindled to nothing. Their only hope was to barricade themselves where they were, gather supplies, 
and huddle in for the long haul. Until rescue, or death by starvation - but anything was better than being 
reduced to a festering pile of ambulatory rot. And if any of those motherfuckers came after him or his, 
they'd go down. With a sigh and a nod, Gerard decided he was either too stupid, or entirely too comfortable 
with the horror of it all, to fall apart. Mikey and Frank needed him. 


"Frank, go get the maid's key card. It'll open all the doors on this floor; we need to get supplies. Mikey, go with 
him. She should have a key for the elevators, too. Below the buttons on the wall, there's a keyhole. Put the key 
in and turn to shut them down. We don't want any surprises. l'm going to clear the rest of the floor, then 


we're going to have to go get Ray and Bob." 


Frank and Mikey set off down the hall, thankful that someone knew what to do. They found the maid's key card 
easily; it was clipped to the collar of her shirt with a spiral bunG cord. However, they didn't find an elevator 
key. Frank figured that was wishful thinking on Gerard's part - didn't maintenance have those? They searched 


her pockets just to make sure. 


Sitting back on his knees, Mikey looked up at Frank and pushed his soft, baby fine hair from his eyes. He'd done 
a lot of growing up in the past year, but to everyone - including Frank, who was actually younger - Mikey was 


still the kid brother. Frank felt the rush of affection burn up the back of his throat like acid, his eyes tearing 
up. He reached out, cupped a hand against Mikey's cheek. 


"We're going to get though this, Mikes. Just you wait and see." 


Mikey lowered his eyes to the remains of the woman. He thought about how she had clutched at him, 


shrieking something unintelligible in Spanish - like maybe she was praying for her soul - as he pulled her away 


from the maniac who was contentedly snacking on her severed arm. Her chocolate brown eyes had locked on 
his while he held her other blood-drenched hand. He watched the color - the fucking /ife - drain from them 
and had thought at the time that she was beautiful in her stillness. 


You know, until she got up and had tried to eat him. 
The plaintive Ding of the elevator jolted them both rudely back to the unforgiving present. 


Their heads turned slowly, eyes meeting, and they jumped up from the body. Began backing away down the hall 
as the door slid open with a soft pneumatic hiss. 


They didn't have to find Bob. 
Bob had found them. 


He limped out of the elevator, blood pouring freely from his nose and clotting in his beard. A chunk of his ear 
was ripped off and there were drying trails of blood darkening upon his neck. He was, however, breathing. He 
held out a hand, turning dazed, shocked eyes upon them, then mumbled something that sounded vaguely like 
"Guys," but could have been "Mikes." Mikey rushed forward, supporting him as he half- lurched, half- fell 


from between the doors. Frank screamed, taking off down the hall. 
"GEE! GET THE FUCK OUT HERE!" 


Gerard had been hallways away on the other side of the floor, inside one of the rooms that had been left 
open, when he heard Frank screaming. So far, from the three rooms he was able to search, he'd managed to 
recover batteries, a travel radio/alarm clock, and five bottles of water. His hopes of finding food in the rooms 
were realistically grim, however - who the fuck took food to a hotel? He'd managed to find several airplane 
bags of peanuts and pretzels, a huge box of assorted Godiva truffles, a bottle of Moet ¢ Chandon, resting in a 
pool of melted ice bucket water. Nothing, however, that would be able to sustain them for very long. His head 
jerked up at the note of panic in Frank's voice, and he sprinted for the door, clinging to the axe. 


Frank ran into him, breathless, in the hallway. His face was pale, fresh tears leaking from the corners of his 


eyes. Gerard gripped his shoulders firmly, waited for him to gasp out the message. 


"We found Bob." 


| fought them all off just to hold you close and tight 
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Collectively, they dragged Bob into Gerard's room. Mikey kicked the door closed, engaged the dead bolt and ran 
to sweep Gerard's clothes off the bed. Bob sat shaking, his eyes wild. Blood dripped from his chin, nearly 
disappearing into the garish floral pattern of the bedspread. Everyone was being so fucking gay - so he got his 
ass handed to him by a couple of cracked-out junkies in the hallway. They were acting lke he'd just come home 
trom the war. 


Frank smiled at him and said, "You're gonna be gravy, Bob." Then he ran into the bathroom for a wet 
washcloth. 


Gerard knelt in front of him, placing a hand on his shoulder. Their relationship was warm - they were like 
brothers - but it lacked the physical intimacy that Gerard had with the other three. Bob was much more 
physically affectionate with Mikey, and sometimes Gerard wondered if it wasn't because Bob did not want the 
hassle of dealing with all the questions he and Frank had to answer, over and over, about their sexuality. 

Of course, on paper (and according to every member of the band except the two in question), Frank and G 


were straight. 
"Bob, did they bite you?" 


Bob rolled his eyes, shook his head - a firm ‘no' - and the collective gasp that rose up from the other three 
made them laugh with relief. He looked at each of them, questioningly, and wiped the blood from his mouth. 
Coughing, bringing up more blood, which dribbled in gory rivulets from the corners of his mouth. Frank leaned 
in, began wiping his nose, but Bob snatched the washcloth away, threw it across the room with an impatient 
"Fucking enough, Frankie." 


"Where's Toro?" 


The three men gathered around the bed traded glances, from one to the other. Bob threw up his hands, 
annoyed. 

"Fucking what already, motherfuckers?! Why're you looking like at me like I'm some little bitch? | got jumped in 
the goddamn hallway by a couple of crackheads. They snuck up on me like a bunch of pussies- | think they 
were going after my wallet. | caved the one's face in pretty good, the other two tried jumping on my back- 
slammed my face into the elevator doors. Think | broke my motherfucking nose.." 


Bob leaned forward, hocking up a wad of clotted blood - which he spat, unceremoniously, on the green hotel 


carpet. 


At this, Mikey began to giggle, high and girlish. He put a hand up over his mouth and everyone turned to stare, 
slowly. His eyes were red, glassy, and his voice was too loud, edging upon hysteria. Frank did not blame him one 


bit. 


“They weren't crackheads, Bob. They were zombies. Everyone's dead out there - or sort of dead, anyway. Dead 
until they get up and start trying to eat you. Like the maid! " Mikey laughed again, and Frank thought it might 


have been the most horrible sound he had ever heard in his life. 


In response, Bob's irritation grew. "You guys are too fucking much," he growled, rising from the bed. "If you see 
Ray, tell him to meet me for dinner before sound check- l'm going back upstairs to beat the living fuck out of 
those douchebags." 


Gerard wordlessly grabbed the remote and clicked on the local news station. Everyone paused, turning toward 
the television Someone had set several unmanned cameras up around the city. The feed changed every fifteen 
seconds or so, granting viewers a far-reaching vision of the carnage unfolding throughout the city. They saw 
the emergency entrance of Allegheny General Hospital, mobbed and swarming with the living dead. The shot 
changed, and an army of zombies was seen stumbling through the wreckage of parked, abandoned cars on the 
Parkway. It flipped once more- and everyone gasped - the view was a wide-angle shot of the front of the 
hotel. The newscaster was saying something about "Please remain calm and stay indoors with the doors and 
windows locked. Do not let anyone in after you're safely inside. If you cannot get to your home and live in the 
greater downtown area, you may seek shelter at St. Paul's Cathedral. Please do not venture onto the streets 
alone. Emergency personnel are NOT responding to residential calls at this time. This is a breaking news 


emergency. This message will repeat." 
gency g P 


But no one was listening. On the screen they saw Ray, running from the lobby of the hotel. 


And should | be shocked now, by the last thing you said? 
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"OhfuckOhfuckOhtuck.." Gerard whispered, his hands tearing at his face, digging fingers into the skin below his 


eyes. "Toro, no." 


Frank, beside him, began to pray as they watched Ray stop in the middle of the street, unsure. From their 


wide-angled vantage point, they could see his face, ashen, as he looked both ways, unsure of which to go. 


Mikey ran to the balcony, looked down. It was the wrong side of the building, but he screamed for Toro 
anyway. The dead on the street below, for there were many, paused in their tracks to snarl up at him, black 
tongues protruding obscenely from their gaping mouths. The stench, even so many stories up, was nearly 
unbearable. Mikey leaned forward to puke over the railing, the yellow bile sluicing between the bars and raining 
down on the heads of the rotting, stinking masses. They raised their bloated arms, accepting Mikey's baptism 
by vomit, a collective groan rising up between them. He felt like a sausage being dangled above a dog's snapping 


mouth. 

Back inside, the screaming, the pleading, the praying, reached a fevered pitch. 

Every fifteen seconds, the feed switched, and they had to wait for another agonizing 30 seconds to pass 
before they could see how Ray was doing. For a while, he just stood there, frantically dialing his cell phone, 
holding it up higher, attempting to get some sort of reception. 

Affer several passes, the shot was obscured by Ray's face as he stood in front of the camera. There was no 
sound coming off of the feed, but he was speaking into it like someone on the other side might be able to help 
him. They could tell he'd been crying. 


"lm going down there." Gerard threw the remote against the wall, turned, grabbed his axe. 


"NO!" Frank lunged for him, grabbing him by the back of his shirt. Gerard threw his arm back, attempting to 
twist free. 


"Let go of me, Frank. | have to try." 


With an anguished cry, Frank propelled himself toward Gerard, grabbing him around the waist and throwing him 
hard to the floor. 


Gerard's temple struck the metal handle of the axe as he fell, face down, and he saw stars, heard the ocean in 
his ears. Frank collapsed on top of him, sobbing, his breathing ragged in Gerard's ear. "You swore you wouldn't 


leave me, G. You promised. You can't leave." 


Gerard sat up, shoving Frank away, and put his hand to his temple, noted the trickle of blood. The pain wasn't 
nearly bad enough to be a concussion, but he knew he'd have a fantastic headache. He turned, glaring at his 


attacker. 
"We will NOT leave Ray to die, Frank" 
Frank wiped his eyes, sucked in another sobbing breath, and nodded. "I know we won't. I'm going with you." 


Gerard turned, shook his head. "No. Stay here with Mikey. If something happens to me." At this, he had to 


pause and collect himself, to begin in a lower tore. "If something happens to me, you have to promise you'll 


fake care of Mikey" 

Frank bit his lip, bowed his head. "You know lil take care of hin’ 

Gerard stood, fighting the slight dizziness, and wiped the cold sweat from his face. 
"Bryar, you ready to kick ass and take names?" 


Bob tore his eyes away from the television long enough to turn toward them, wincing at the pain the simple 
movement caused, and looked up at Gerard. "I think that bastard fucked my neck up- it aches like a son of a 
bitch. And | must've lost a ton of blood from my fucking face. You should probably take lero- judging from his 
antics, he's in tip-top fighting shape. I'll keep an eye on Mikes.” 


Gerard ran a hand through his hair, frustrated He studied his friend, noting with concern his waxy complexion 
and the way the dried blood contrasted with his pale features. He crossed to the bed, put the back of a hand 
against Bob's forehead. 


"Are you sure nothing bit you?" 


Irritably, Bob smacked his hand away, a bit of color returning to his cheeks, the deep broken-nose bruises 
below his eyes already forming. "I said nothing fucking bit me, G. | did a face plant into a steel door, and that 
thing must've ripped my earring out. Other than that, I'm fine. I'll be fine tomorrow- | just don't want to hold 
you up out there. The fucking longer we sit here and hold each others' hands-" And with that, he looked 
pointedly at Frank - "The less of a chance Ray has. So fucking go, already.” 


With a nod, Gerard ran out to the balcony, pulled Mikey into his arms. He kissed the side of his face, like he 


used to when they were small and he had nightmares. Mikey buried his face against Gerard's chest, clinging. 


"l'Il be back for you, Mikey. | promise." 
Gerard could feel him nodding, Mikey's voice barely a whisper. "I love you, G. Go get Toro." 


He let go, pulling Mikey in once last time to kiss his forehead, and then walked back into the room. He picked 
the axe up from the floor, handed the pole to Frank, and took his messenger bag from the hallway closet. 


"l'Il be back. l'm bringing food- and Toro - back with me. We'll stay here until help comes." 
Bob turned to look at Gerard, both men silent for a moment. "Are we even sure help is coming?" 


Behind them, unseen, the television feed flickered A momentary glimpse of Ray, still speaking to the camera. 
Over his left shoulder, the advancing dead stumbled, one laying a desiccated hand upon his arm. He turned to 
the side, eyes wide, obviously screaming as a grandmotherly older lady sunk her dentures into his neck, pulling 
him down as a fountain of blood rained from his carotid artery, splashed on the lens, soaked the grandmother's 
white hair until it was red. The camera toppled but still continued to run, a sideways closeup of Ray's 


anguished, unseeing eyes. 


Gerard turned and opened the door, Frank following him out. Bob turned back to the television, watching with 


trepidation as the ghouls roamed the hospital grounds on camera |, they ate a passing motorist on camera 2. 


When it cut to camera 3, Bob's blood ran cold. He watched in horror as Ray's eyes stared sightlessly into the 
camera And then they twitched, the pupils already hazing over, as he put a hand in front of him, pulled 


himself up.. and disappeared, only his shoes visible as he stumbled away, out of view. 


Bob cursed and rose from the bed, sudden vertigo taking him swiftly to the floor. He screamed for Mikey, 
begged him to run to the door and call Frank and Gerard back because there was nothing they could do for 


Ray now. 


By the time Mikey made it to the door, the hallway was empty, and his shouts ricocheted, but were heard by 


no one. 


Before | pull this trigger, your eyes vacant and stained 
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Gerard strode down the hall, his pace brisk. Behind him, Frank struggled to keep up. He clutched the aluminum 
pole tighter, the metal humid and sweat-soaked where his hands gripped. 


"G, the elevators are the other way." 

Gerard turned his head, hushed Frank Reaching behind him to pull him closer, he whispered, "Service elevator". 
They passed the room Gerard had been searching when Bob showed up and he made a mental note to return 
to grab the supplies he'd abandoned. They got to the elevator, swiped the maid's key card through the slot, 
stepped back and waited for the elevator to come up. Gerard took Frank's hand, kissed the palm. Frank closed 
his eyes, willing himself not to cry. He leaned in, pressed his head against Gerard's arm. 

"Promise you'll just fucking kill me, G." 

"When you turn." 

"Don't wait that long. Do it as soon as you know there's no hope." 


Gerard was quiet for a moment, thinking. He bowed his head, smiled sadly. 


"There's always hope, Frank." 
He leaned in and their lips met in a hard kiss, his free hand gently rubbing the back of Frank's neck. 


When they separated seconds later, Gerard straightened, bringing the axe to bear. He squared his shoulders, 
ready to meet with whatever made the mistake of getting off the elevator in front of him. 


"Besides - anything that wants to get at you is going to have to come through me. So don't make your will out 
just yet." 


Frank studied him, one eyebrow raised. "When did you become Wesley fuckin’ Snipes?" 


Gerard smirked, “Ever play roulette? Always bet on black" 


With a muted chime, the elevator opened, empty save for some pools of clotted blood and, gruesomely enough, 
a few chunks of hair. Frank kicked at what he thought was a pebble, cringing inwardly as it rolled into the 


corner and revealed itself to be someone's missing tooth. 


Gerard watched it roll, shaking his head. He looked around, looked up at the safety hatch in the ceiling, noting 
that it hadn't been tampered with. The elevator smelled like a slaughterhouse. "Tooth fairy musta been pissed.” 


He hit the door close button, studied the floors, chose the one marked ‘G'. He hoped it would put them where 
they needed to be. 


As they descended, Gerard tapped his foot nervously, Frank bounced in place. He studied Gerard's profile, smiled 
to himself, muttered "Nothing," in response to G's irritated, "What?" 


"What?" Gerard cracked an eye open, glared early-morning hazel hatred out at the world 


Frank smiled, leaned in fo kiss the spot between his lower lp and chin, his hand squeezing Gerard's side. 
‘Nothing, Im just watching the most beautiful fuck of my life wake up and greet the day." 


With a snort, Gerard turned his head away, threw the pillow over his eyes. "Stop staring at me - its fucking 


creepy." 
Frank grinned, slid his hand lower beneath the blanket, his palm pressing against Gerard's hp. 


‘Are you always this pleasant the first time you wake up naked with someone?" 


Gerard flipped him off 


When the door slid open, they found themselves in a service corridor. The long, utility-grey hallway stretched 
before them. Locked doors lined both sides - Offices, maybe? - with a plain white set of swinging doors at the 
other end. They walked toward them, footsteps echoing. 


Beyond the doors, something metallic clattered to the ground. The boys readied their weapons. Without warring, 
Gerard sprinted ahead, rushing the doors. Frank, after a brief moment of panic, took off after him. Gerard hit 
the doors hard, the force breaking them wide open. In the instant before they closed, Frank saw white walls 


dripping blood red, something moving in the corner. 


Then, Gerard screamed. 


8: | never thought they\'d get me here 
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Frank burst through the door, nearly ran over the thing that had an arm around Gerard, its blackened gums 
snapping viciously, frighteningly close to his face. Frank grabbed the abomination by the back of the neck, his 
fingers sinking into the putrefied flesh. He slid the aluminum bar between it's jaws, prying it off of Gerard. 
Frank threw it to the floor, drove the end of the bar through its fucking eye. When it stopped twitching, he 
pulled his weapon free. The moist sucking sound, combined with the smell and sight of the thick grey ooze 
clinging to the end of his stick, made him heave. 


Wiping his mouth, he rushed forward, grabbed Gerard roughly by the front of the shirt, stood up taller to get 


in his face. "Don't you ever fucking pull that shit again. Do you hear me?" 


When Gerard didn't respond, Frank shook him again, until his head rolled like a rag doll's. He let go, turned to 
inspect the room and muttered, "You're no good to me dead." 


They had found the kitchen, at least. 


Frank pulled a deep, rolling bin, the kind commonly used for garbage collection, away from the wall. He threw 
cases of bottled water, soda, and canned juices into it. He grabbed a pack of institutional-sized garbage bags 
off of a stainless steel table, ran to the nearest set of storage shelves, and began tossing economy-sized 
boxes of cereal inside. When that one was full, he tied it, threw it in on top of the drinks, and started another. 
After three bags of dry goods, he turned, noticed that Gerard was on his knees, quietly sobbing. 


He walked over to him, put a hand on the top of his head. As softly as possible, he whispered, "G, we don't 
have time right now. We have to get Ray, we have to take care of Bob and Mikey." 


Gerard looked up, his eyes anguished. The welt from the axe handle was starting to turn blue, and snot was 
pouring freely from his nose. He started to speak, choked on it, spat. He looked so miserable that it was all 


Frank could do not to sit down and cry right with him. 
"Everyone's dead, Frank." 
"We don't know that. And we aren't. Not yet, anyway. But we have to move, and there's no telling if we'll be 


back this way again - so we better make the most of it and fill this thing. " He smiled, trying for humor. "You 
know what a pig Mikey is - let's hope this lasts him until tomorrow." 


Gerard wiped his face with his sleeve, stood up. They cleared the shelves, both of them keeping an eye on the 


door. 


At the end of the room was a huge, walk-in cooler. They loaded their cart with fresh vegetables and fruit- at 
least they'd have something nourishing for the first few days, maybe the first week. After that, there was 
plenty of cereal, granola, dried fruit, canned soup- even coffee. It could hardly be described as the 5-star 
gourmet fare they'd been used to eating lately, but they sure as hell had eaten a lot worse in their day. 
They'd be fine for the duration 


"Maybe we won't even have time to eat all this stuff. Remember in Night of the Living Dead? The rescuers 


went to the farmhouse the very next morning.’ 
Gerard smirked, pulled an immense first aid kit down from the wall, and threw it into the bin 


They left the kitchen, pushed their spoils into the elevator, closed the door. Somehow, they'd have to come 
back for it. 


At the opposite end of the kitchen stood a stairwell. There were signs warning employees about professional 
behavior beyond this point. They cracked the door open, listened to the silence. The hallway didn't smell right, 
though. Something was definitely dead in there. 

On the second landing, they found the security guard. 

He was legless, his torso ending in two ragged stumps which dragged behind as he pulled himself forward, 
teeth bared. Without ceremony, Gerard decapitated him and kicked the head down the stairwell. They searched 
the body for weapons; found pepper spray, a walkie talkie, a full key ring (both classic metal keys as well as 
three magnetic cards), and a heavy police baton. 


Gerard held the pepper spray up. "Think itll work?" 


Frank, in way of answering, threw it down the steps. He kept the walkie-talkie and the baton, sliding it down the 
back of Gerard's pants. Frank put the keys in his pocket. They continued their ascent. 


With the swipe of the card through the mag card reader, the light blazed green, the heavy steel door 
unlocked. Through the door's window, they saw nothing, pushed the door open into the hotel lobby. 

It was deserted. 

Only on the inside. 


On the other side of the shatterproof glass doors stood an entire arena's worth of dead. 


At the sight of the living, they became frenzied, clawing the glass, trying to bite their way through. They 


pulled on the doors, rattling them. 
"Why can't they open the doors?" 
Gerard moved closer, Frank reluctantly following. 


"The doors in the middle are all locked. Someone must have locked them on their way out. The ones on the end 


only open from inside. Ray must've used one of these.” 

"So we're technically safe?" 

"| wouldn't say that. There must be a million entrances to this place. There have to be loading docks and 
emergency exits. Some of them are probably unsecured, or at least weakened. But for right now, they can't 


get in the front doors." 


A clump of wild, curly hair materialized before them. Frank knew that hair, had run his fingers through it on 


numerous occasions. 
Ray's ashen face pressed to the glass. He didn't snarl, didn't snap. 
Looking back, Frank wished that he had. 


"Ray." Gerard gasped. Seemingly in response, Ray put a hand to the glass. He pressed his forehead next to it, 
curly dark ringlets obscuring his eyes. 


Slowly, Frank stumbled forward, tears coursing down his cheeks. 
"Oh Jesus fucking Christ, Toro, no...” 


Frank leaned into the glass, weeping. He put his hand up to Ray's. Was it his imagination, or was the glass actually 
colder where Ray’s hand pressed? 


"We were coming for you, Toro. We weren't going to let you go." 

"Frankie." Gerard's voice, urgent behind him. 

Frank wept, convulsing. He pressed his forehead to the glass. 

"Frankie, stop-" 

His hips shifted forward, depressing the silver bar on the door. Just enough for the lock to disengage. 


"Frank - FUCK! NOI!" 


Gerard grabbed his shoulder, pulling him backwards as Ray's hand shot out, catching the lip of the door. 
The rush was immediate, a tsunami of dead flesh pouring through the breach. 


Gerard grabbed Frank by an arm and ran for the service entrance. 


They made it to the door. Gerard groped for the maid's keycard in his jacket pocket. 
It was gone. 


Frank, paralyzed with horror and shock, stood gaping at the shambling masses as they piled through the door. 
His heart pounded in his temples, vision going blood red. So people really do see red at times of great stress. 


"FRANK," Gerard screamed. "Frank, give me the motherfucking keys." He pulled Frank around roughly. Slapped 


him. Frank gazed back at him, uncomprehending. 


With a frustrated snarl, Gerard dug inside the pocket of Frank's jeans, retrieving the security guard's key ring 
himself. He swiped it, waited for the green light. 


The door clicked, he pushed Frank through into the stairwell, slammed the door behind them. Ray's dead, 
sightless eyes bore into his as they retreated, backwards, to the steps and back down from where they had 


come. 
There were more dead this time. 


As they made it halfway down the hall, the elevator doors opened, revealing several corpses in business attire. 
Gerard could only surmise that they had been guests. He swung the axe, sliced the top of one's head off. 
Another made a grab for Frank, who only cowered away, sliding down the wall. Gerard killed her, too. The last 
one, a young asshole in Armani, sunk its teeth into the leather of his jacket, searching for purchase in the 
flesh below. He slammed its head into the wall, kicked its legs out from under, and brought the billy club down 
hard, continued to strike until the club splintered, shattering skull, piercing the brain beneath. 


Gerard stood up, wiped his nose. His arm stung where the thing had bitten him, but he didn't think it had 
pierced the skin. He'd have to look at it when they got back to the room. 


He knelt, enveloping Frank in his arms. He kissed his clenched eyelids, whispered soothing words into his friend's 


ear while smoothing the hair out of his face. After a moment, Frank blinked rapidly, stared him in the eye. 


There was awareness there once more, and Gerard nearly vomited with relief. 
"| fucked up, G." 


"It doesn't matter, Frankie. But we have to go." 


Gerard stood, pulled Frank up with him. He slung an arm around his shoulders, guiding him to the elevator. 
Miraculously, their huge dumpster of food had remained untouched. Squeezing in behind it, Gerard leaned 
against the wall, pulling Frank in with him as he rested his chin on his shoulder. 

"We were too late." 


"But we won't be for the others.” 


They stayed this way for most of the ride, Gerard straightening up as they neared their floor. He put the axe 
in the bin, pushed Frank behind him in case they were attacked, 


The elevator opened. 
The floor was quiet, deserted. Gerard sighed with relief and pushed their cart down the empty hallway, to the 
room. He got their key out, disengaged the lock, and pushed the door open with the cart. 


The room was in shambles, torn apart. The mattress was flipped over, the television, sill flickering, on its side. 


Gerard's heart fluttered, nearly stopped. He couldn't contain the note of hysteria creeping into his voice. 


"Mikey?! Bob?! Behind him, Frank whimpered. 

And then Gerard's eyes fell upon the closed balcony door. 

Bob stared back at them from behind the glass, bloody teeth bared in a menacing snarl. 
"MIKEY!" 


and with that Gerard's knees buckled, sending him to the floor, and he gave himself willingly to the blackness 
that surged. 


And in saying you loved me, made things harder at best 
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Frank removed the pillow and kissed him good morning, his tongue becoming more insistent. Gerard had pulled away, 


mumbling about morning breath. Frank ignored it, his body sliding over him like warm sunshine. They were naked on 


the bus, in his bunk, and all he could think about was thank God last night wasn't just another fucking sex dream.. 
‘Hey- what time is it?" Gerard looked around, digging for his phone. 


Frank stilled him, grabbing his hand Maintaining eye contact, he guided it below the thin blanket, placed it where he 
wanted it with a soft mmm.. of approval. Hs lips found the side of G's neck. 


‘ts time for you to shut the fuck up and blow me." 

And Gerard had, with enthusiasm. Frank had reciprocated Eventually, they heard Toro yawn and head for the 
bathroom, followed by Mikey jumping out of his bunk in search of some coffee. Gerard found his t-shirt, slid his 
Jeans on. 


‘Id really rather they didn't find us naked and compromised Hurry up and get dressed." 


Frank had looked at him, bemused 
"G “a 


Gerard sat up, pushing the matted tangles of hair from his eyes. He raised his eyebrows, slightly impatient 

"l came down here naked" 

He was being shaken, smelled Frank. He attempted to pull him back down, to find the blankets and keep him in 
bed for just a few minutes more, but Frank wouldn't stop slapping his face. They must be late. They had sound 
check at 4, had to get up by 3 so as not to appear suspicious to the others. He moaned, stretched his arms 
over his head. Someone banged on the door. 


"Frank, let them in" 


"G, do you know where you are?" 


‘lm in the fucking hotel. Text Mikey, tell him to come up and eat with us. | miss him." 


Frank sat back on his knees, head bowed. He brushed his fingertips over Gerard's eyebrows, down his cheek. 


"G, everyone's dead." 


With that, Gerard's eyes snapped open, dread like ice water splashed over his face. He sat up, looked around. 


"l'm dreaming." 


Frank shook his head slowly, biting his lip. 


"You were- you aren't now. You fainted" 


He paled as his eyes fell on Bob, the bloody smears across the glass obscuring his facial features, save for his 
icy, milk-white eyes. He pawed the glass, bloody froth oozing from his lips. 


Gerard looked around frantically, a vice-like grip on Frank's arm. 


"Where the fuck is my brother?" 
"| don't know. Maybe he got out. We have to take care of Bob." 


"No" Gerard cut him off with an angry, slashing gesture. "Fuck Bob, we have to get to Mikey. Bob is obviously 
not getting any better. That motherfucker - | knew- KNEW! That he was infected. He should have gone with 
me. He should have died by my motherfucking hands." Gerard stood and walked to the glass. Punched it. Spit on 
it. Bob snarled back with equal intensity. 


"| don't think he knew. Bob wouldn't hurt us, G. Not intentionally. He was complaining about his ear - maybe 
they bit-" 


Click. 


Frank stopped abruptly, jerked his head at the sound as the bathroom door swung open, the hinges groaning. 
Still on his knees, his eyes slid to Gerard, watched the horror and fear spread like a disease across his best 
friend's face. There were many things he knew G would be strong enough to overcome; Frank was not sure 


this would be one. 


And these words changing nothing, as your body remains 
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Mikey stood in the doorway, pale. His eyes were deeply recessed shadows in the gloom, there was a stripe of 


vivid blood across his forehead. He was motionless, unmoving. 


Frank climbed to his feet, put his hand on the axe. Gerard shook his head hard, from side to side, fists balled 


against his mouth. Bob, in answer, clawed the glass, his eyes on Gerard's throat. 
Frank raised the axe. "Say something, Mikes.’ 
"You're out of toilet paper." 


The last syllable left his lips and no sooner, Gerard rushed his brother, knocked him into the wall in a fierce 
embrace. At once, he was sobbing helplessly, his hands kneading the back of Mikey's hoodie, lips pressed to the 
side of his face. Gerard felt the strength of the muscle and bone beneath, squeezed until he knew his spine by 


memory. 


Mikey wrapped his arms around his brother's heaving shoulders, holding on for dear life. After a moment, they 
both reached an arm out to Frank, who joined gratefully in their embrace and is immediately enfolded on all 
sides, pressed between the siblings. They sunk to the floor, a tangle of limbs. Frank wound up on his back, 
Mikey's chest beneath his head, Gerard's hand against his heart. He pulled them both closer, fighting the urge 
to just sleep. Eventually though, his eyes flickered shut and the sound of Mikey's heart, strong and regular, 


ushered him into unconsciousness. 


HK 

It was dark when Gerard stirred. Beyond the glow of the bedside lamp, the room stretched out in blackness. 
They had fallen asleep. Gerard was face-down, his head on Mikey's stomach, one hand clutching Frank's chest. 
He sat up, rubbed the back of his head, and disentangled his legs from the others’. Mikey whimpered as his 
body convulsed with a hypnic jerk, Frank cuddling closer to him in response. Gerard, had he not been completely 
devastated by the day's horrific turn of events, would have whipped out the camera. They were adorable, 
curled up like tiny puppies. 


He turned his head, saw Bob's outline in the shadows on the balcony. As he picked his way through the room's 
debris, Bob inched closer to the glass. His face, while still pale, had become marked by purple-black traces of 
lividity. The side of his head, running from the ruined ear all the way down his jaw, was completely black; the 


wound oozed pus the color and viscosity of cheap lemon pie filling. 
And even from behind the glass, Gerard swore he could smell him. Fetid. 


‘lm sorry | spit at you, Bob. You didn't know. But /know that this fucking thing on my balcony isn’t you, So 
we're going to send it back to hell pretty soon, here, | promise. For now, though, we can't fucking look at it any 


more." 
And with that, he tugged the heavy hotel draperies over the glass. 


Gerard looked around, rubbed his forehead, scratched his stomach. He lifted the mattress, slid it back onto the 
bed, smoothed the sheets. As an afterthought, he pulled the blanket from the bed and draped it across Mikey 


and Frank. 


After righting the television and dragging the furniture into its previous positions, he began unpacking their 
supplies. They had five cases of bottled water, four cases of Diet Coke in cans. It seemed like a lot, but Gerard 
knew that the average person drank at least ten cups of water per day. That factored out to around five 
bottles each, times three. fifteen bottles per day. Of course, there were also the sinks and bathtub. He didn't 
know how long the utilities would continue to operate, or if the water would even be safe to drink. 
Contamination seemed likelier the longer the epidemic wore on- but, Gerard reasoned, it had only been hours. 


They may as well use the hotel's water while they still could. 


He slid the closet door aside and dug through his suitcases, unpacking his clothes. [heir clothes, he reminded 
himself. Mikey and Frank's things we gone- may as well have been on the moon- so it was share and share 
alike. Thank God he'd insisted they bring the bags in, instead of leaving them on the bus. Stepping over the 

sleeping boys, he unpacked his toiletries in the bathroom, ran the water experimentally. It was clear, smelled 


fine. Good, he thought to himself, because right now, | need a motherfucking hot shower. 


A thud against the steel hotel room door made him pause. He backed out of the bathroom, looked down the 
narrow hall. The door rattled as something pressed its weight against the other side. Gerard ventured to the 
door, put his face to the peephole. 


One yellowed, rheumy eye gazed back at him, causing Gerard to flail back with a small gasp. 

He cursed, collected himself and looked again, noted that there were at least five zombies outside the door. 
Despite their insistence, the steel seemed to be keeping them at bay. For insurance, however, he thumbed the 
dead-bolt into place, clipped the door chain. 


Gerard dug through his things, found a fresh change of clothes. kicking his shoes into the closet, he padded, 
barefoot, to the bathroom and shut the door. He flipped on the light, turned the shower on as hot as it would 
go. Almost immediately, the air became steamy, humid. Peeling his clothes off, he slipped through the thin 
fabric curtain, gasping as the heat ran down his neck, over his tired, sore shoulders. With both hands splayed 
on the wall before him, Gerard bowed his head under the stream, soaking his hair and face. He knew he must 


have been crying again, the tears dripping down his chin much cooler than the shower water. 


Several minutes later, the curtain whispered aside. Frank stepped in behind him, kissed his way up Gerard's 
spine. He didn't speak, merely wrapped his hands around Gerard's hips and pulled him gently backwards, resting 
his lips in the valley between Gerard's shoulder blades. Gerard pulled away reluctantly, turned to face 


him."Where's Mi key?" 


Frank leaned in, filled his mouth with water and let it dribble out down his chin before he smiled. "It's okay - 


he's fuckin out man." 


Gerard nodded, pulled the curtain back to get out. He had one foot on the bath mat when Frank grabbed him 
by the waist, pulled him back inside. With an exasperated sigh, he turned. "Frankie, this isn't happening. Mikey's 
right outside the fucking door." 


Frank stared at him a moment, his eyes wide, jaw dropped. He laughed. "I can't believe that with everything 
that's gone down today - the fact that all of our fucking friends are currently dead or dead and trying to kil 
us - that you'd still be worried about your brother finding out just how much you enjoy it when | do this..." 


And with that, Frank pushed him back against the wall, cupping Gerard in his hand as he slid his body against 
him. He lapped the water droplets from his chest, leaned in and sucked the collected moisture from Gerard's 
collarbone. His hand formed a tight fist around Gerard's cock - which was quickly hard despite himself - and 
stroked slowly, gradually picking up speed, matching Gerard's raspy panting. 


With a frustrated growl, Gerard pushed his hips more insistently into Frank's hand, jammed his teeth into his 
shoulder, groaned as their bodies clashed beneath the nearly-scalding water. He remembered the first time 
they did this, how his hair had been long and had constantly fallen into his eyes, and that it had annoyed him 
so much because all he wanted to see was the look on Frank's face when their hands and bodies found the 


right rhythm.. 


Frank pulled his upper body away slightly, continuing the delicious friction below. "You gonna fuck me or what?" 
He whispered, biting his lip. "Because | have places to go, people to see." 


Gerard cupped the side of Frank's cheek in his hand, kissed his eyebrow. "No way, motherfucker- l'm holding 
out for Christina Ricci." 


Frank laughed, "Yeah- me, too. She's probably a good lookin’ corpse." 


Gerard looked around the shower, found the conditioner. He squirted out a palmful, coated himself generously, 
and turned Frank, gently, to face the wall. Gerard smiled, remembering how awkward - yet decidedly sweet - 
their first time doing this had been Generally, they both preferred oral, this being a rare, special occasion- 


only kind of treat. Frank braced his hands in front of him, arched his back as G slid two fingers deep inside. 


‘Am | hurting you" Gerard had asked nervously, concerned, as his fingers stilled. Frank shuddered again, moved his 
ass against the sheets, "Not hurting.. it feels so weird" Gerard twisted experimentally, and the shriek that he 


elicited made him startle and pull back, his fingers beating a mean retreat, until Frank grabbed his hand fiercely and 
growled, "Dont you dare tucking stop that." 


He closed his eyes at the memory, his fingers pulling free to guide himself in And there was almost no force 
needed, as with a deep, shuddering breath, Frank closed around him, soft and hot and unbelievably tight. He 
paused, adjusting, silently willing Frank not to twitch so much. 

"G.. you can move- I'm fine." 

Gerard threw his head back, gritting his teeth. "I'm not- | need a minute or this is going to be over right 
fucking now." Eventually, he calmed himself, began a steady rhythm, his hand stroking the length of Frank's 
cock with each thrust. 

Frank's jaw dropped, his eyes rolling back in his head. Eventually, it all became too much for him and his hands 
began to slide down the wall, his body folding in two. Gerard held him up, supported him with one arm under 
his chest, the other squeezing his aching cock. He pulled them both backward so Frank's head didn't hit the wall 
Gerard slammed into him once more, and again, and then he was coming and moaning Frank's name and Frank 
was sobbing, twitching as he came, too. They both wound up on their knees inside the tub, the water raining 
down upon their shoulders, upon their bowed heads. 

Wearily, Gerard stood, pulled Frank up with him and wrapped his arms around him. They stood like that 
Together for a few moments, quivering, then finally began to wash themselves. Eventually, they turned the 
shower off, dried off. Got dressed. Gerard gave Frank his clean boxers, pulled his own t-shirt and pajama pants 
on. 


With a finger to his lips, cautioning Frank, Gerard pulled the bathroom door open. 


Mikey was sitting on the bed, bathed in the chemical glow of the television set. The news was on, Anderson 


Cooper running amok in the studio, eating people as lighting and sound guys fled, screaming like girls. 


He turned his face to the bathroom door as Gerard and Frank came wandering out nonchalantly. Mikey watched 
them for a minute, then went back to the television. 


Gerard sat next to him, whispered his name, trying to begin some sort of explanation. 

Mikey put a hand up, waved it, cutting his brother off. "Gerard, I'm not an idiot. | know all about you two." 
Gerard laughed, something like relief mixed with trepidation coming over his face. "Since when?" 

Mikey changed the channel, one after the other showing nothing but static. 


“Since about the morning Frank ran out of your bunk naked." 


And our memories defeat us 
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Gerard put his feet up on the bed next to Mikey, Frank sat down on his opposite side. Mikey continued to stare 
at the ty, silent. 


Gerard grabbed the remote from his hand, flipped to another channel of snow, flipped again. "Does it freak you 


out?" 
Mikey turned his head slowly to face Gerard, his lips parted, brow ominous. "Does it freak me out?" 
Gerard shrugged, confused. "Well- yeah." 


Mikey sat up and awkwardly crawled over Frank to stand at the edge of the bed, his fists clenched. "I'll tell you 
fucking what, G - Maybe - JUST FUCKING MAYBE - if today, | hadn't already had to watch some lady get 
mauled by a zombie, have her die in my arms then come back, watch you hit her in the face with a fucking 
axe, go chasing around a goddamn hotel full of the living dead with you only to be abandoned in the same 
motherfucking room as my DYING FUCKING FRIEND - who got to watch Toro - BEACAUSE RAY /S DEAD, 
GERARD - go from living, to dead, to UN-FUCKING DEAD - before he died himself and tried to EAT ME while | 
figured you two were off being zombie motherfucking lovebirds somewhere and were probably never coming 


to save me -" 
At this, he took a deep, shaky breath, continued in a quieter tone. 


"Maybe, then, I'd be a little more freaked out about listening to the two of you fuck - which, by the way, isnt 
exactly a new thing because everyone has heard it before - AND LOUDER - on the fucking bus" 


Frank and Gerard sat back, stunned. They looked at each other. Mikey towered oven them, still furious. 
"So what you're saying is.. you could hear us?" Frank asked, smirking. 


Gerard put a hand to his mouth, stifled a snort of laughter. Mikey looked from one to the other; a few more 
seconds of tension before he began to laugh along. Mikey never stayed angry for long. 


"Zombie fucking lovebirds, Mikes?" With a grin, Frank pulled him down on the bed and Mikey crawled back into 
the middle, stretched out between them with his head on the pillow. Gerard lit a cigarette, took a drag and 


handed it over. The three of them lay back, staring at the ceiling, watching the television light cast shadows 
above their heads. Eventually, Frank's breathing evened out, and he slept. Mikey broke the silence first. 


"Did you know about Toro?" 
Gerard sighed, "We saw him." 
Mikey stretched his arms over his head, yawned. "| didn’t. But Bob told me about it." 


At the mention of the drummer's name, they became quiet again. When Gerard spoke next, his voice was 


barely a whisper. 


"Was it bad for him? At the end?" 


Mikey turned his head, looked into his brother's eyes, their noses nearly touching. "He suffered a lot. You left 
and | swear, ten seconds later he started screaming about Ray, to get you to come back because Ray was.. " 
He trails off, begins again, "Ray was gone. So | ran to the door to scream for you guys. He was on the floor. 


He said he just felt dizzy, that he'd lost a lot of blood. He was pale. And | asked him, again, if they bit him. And 


he said no, but the look in his eyes made me think he wasn't so sure anymore." 
Gerard swallowed hard. "Do you think he knew he was going to die?" 


"Probably. | helped him back to bed and we watched the news for a while. The pain got really bad. He cried - 
probably for like the first time ever. | tried to clean his ear, but he begged me to stop because it hurt too 


much. l'm not you, G. | don't know what to do for people sometimes.” 


Gerard turned on his side to face his brother, brushed the hair away from his eyes. "You did your best, 
Mikey. | know that. Bob, wherever he is, knows it too." 


Mikey closed his eyes. "I thought he just fell asleep. His eyes were closed. | went into the bathroom and when | 
came back out, he was standing by the bed. He came after me like crazy, man. | thought these things were 
supposed to be slow? Maybe the fresh ones are faster - | don't know. But | managed to get him off of me and 
| ran out to the balcony. He followed me but | got around him and shut the door. | didn't know if it would hold, 
and | didn't want to go out there." He gestured toward the hallway. "So | locked myself in the bathroom. When | 
heard you yelling my name, | got up and came out. That's about it 

He paused. 

"G2" 


"Yeah, Mikey." 
"We have to take care of Bob" 


Gerard sighed, rubbed his tired, sore eyes. "I know. But right now, we should get some sleep." 


Occasionally, there was a thump from outside, where Bob didn't seem to enjoy being ignored, or the rattling of 
the door in the hallway. After they finished their smoke, they lay together quietly, each one thinking about all 
of the things they had lost that day. Eventually, only Gerard remained awake. He picked the blanket up from 
the floor and spread it across the bed, slipped beneath it, and crawled gingerly over Mikey to insert himself 
between his brother and Frank. Gerard pressed his lips to the back of Frank's neck, listened to Mikey's soft 
snoring. Frank cried out, whimpering in his sleep, and Gerard pulled him in closer, tighter. Falling into fitful 


slumber, he dreamed about all of his dead friends. 


Sometime during the night, the power went out for good. 


Late dawns and early sunsets 
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Frank danced around the bathroom in G's boxers, shaking his ass and jumping backwards off the edge of the 
tub, singing the words to You Know What They Do To Guys Like Us h Prison around his tooth brush. He slid 
over to the sink, spat a wad of minty foam into the bowl and licked his lips seductively for the mirror. He ran 
one hand teasingly down his bare chest and over his stomach, half-moaning, "I'll kiss your lips ahhh-gainnnn.." 


and threw his head back with a growl, grinning wildly, really hamming it up. 


Wiping his mouth, he turned from the mirror and ran directly into Gerard's chest. He smiled, wrapped his 
arms around his waist. "Hey, baby." 


He looked up into Gerard's eyes. 
They were missing. 


Frank's terror was an immediate, smothering thing. He whimpered, shoved at Gerard's chest to no avail as he 
was pushed backwards against the sink - tried to get away - but G was upon him instantly. He sunk his teeth 
into the fleshy part of Frank's cheek, which pulled away with a wet, tearing sound. The lump of meat dangled, 
glistening, between his black lips. Gerard flipped it into his mouth, masticating furiously, and swallowed. He put 


his dead hand upon Frank's shoulder, gave him a lewd, bloody smile. Then he leaned in for another mouthful. 
With a shriek, Frank lashed out, fists flying as he punched a sleeping Gerard once, twice, in the center of his 
chest. Gerard gasped, eyes flying open, struggling for air. He threw himself on top of Frank, pinned his arms 


above him on the bed, screaming his name as Frank continued thrashing below. Hysterical and uncomprehending, 


Frank opened his mouth wide, bit Gerard's arm savagely. 

"Frankie-OW, FUCK! FRANKIE! You're fucking dreaming!" 

Frank's eyes shot open, his heart kicking double-time. Gerard wheezed above him, teeth bared, his eyes burning 
wildly. He released Frank's wrists, stared into his panicked eyes for a moment before leaning down to whisper in 
his ear. 


"You were dreaming.” 


Frank covered his mouth with both hands and promptly burst into tears. Rolling over, he curled himself tightly 


into a ball. Gerard ran his warm palms soothingly along Frank's spine, kissed his shoulder blade. "Wanna talk 


about it?" 


But Frank couldn't find words; he could only sob out his misery a little harder into the pillow. 


Mikey sat up, yawning. "You guys should get a room. I'm your brother for Christ's sake. ' 


Gerard turned his head, gave Mikey his best acid dagger stare. "Tell you what - why don't you go in the 


hallway and camp out there if you're so disturbed?" 


Ignoring him, Mikey stretched and got out of bed. He stumbled over to their makeshift pantry (the long, six- 
drawer dresser beneath the mirror served nicely- fruit in the top drawers, dry goods in the middle, canned 
goods and juice in the bottom) and pulled out a can of orange juice concentrate. He brought it into the 
bathroom, where they kept the few dishes that had been left from Gerard's room service tray, as well as the 
complimentary water glasses and coffee mugs. Mikey grabbed the ice bucket, dumped the pulpy orange syrup 
into it, and filled it three-quarters full with water from the tap. He dipped his finger in, tasted it. Added more 
water. From the vanity next to the sink, he grabbed a long-stemmmed wine goblet (no plain tumblers- this hotel 


was way too posh) and poured a glass of juice. 


"Here, Frankie." Mikey walked over to Frank's side of the bed, holding the sunshine-yellow liquid out to him. 


"Drink some juice." 


Gerard watched his brother squat down in front of Frank and brush the hair from his damp forehead. When 
Mikey put the glass to his lips, Frank closed his eyes, drank deeply. After it was drained, he opened them again, 
wiped his nose. He sniffled and whispered, "Thanks, Mikes." 


Sometimes, Gerard thought, Mikey has no idea how amazing he is 


Mikey turned to his brother, broke into a huge smile. For Gerard, it was like the sun coming out from behind 
the clouds. "I'm making breakfast." 


Gerard stretched and sat up, ran his fingers over the indentations of Frank's teeth on his forearm. It was 


going to leave a mark. 


‘Harder, G! Fucking.. Gahhhh.. Harder!" 
Gerard bit down fiercely, felt the flesh give way. He ground his teeth together. Let go. Pulled back to check the 
damage he'd done. 


And there they were, his upper and lower teeth marks burned into the side of Frank's hip, night above his thigh He 
smirked, kissed the spot again before sitting up. Frank slid his boxers and jeans back into place, arching his hips to 
button them. 


‘lm so getting that inked tonight." 
Gerard grinned, wiped the spit from his mouth with the back of his hand. "Nothing says love like bite marks." 
Frank took his hand, lacing fingers between his own, "Are we officially calling this love now?" 


Gerard shrugged, looked out the window. ‘Its always been love, as far as lm concerned Whether or not you 


swallow." 

Frank laughed, kissed the tip of each individual finger on the hand he was holding "Hey - | ike swallowing." 

And later that night, they were particularly careful of the small square of Saran-Wrap taped to Frank's hip, the 
marks below driven into his skin by the teeth of the boy whom he loved for a thousand reasons, made permanent 
by a thousand needles. 


As far as Gerard could fell, that was love. 


"Earth, G. Come back to us." 
He tore his eyes away from the pinky-purple welts and looked up at Mikey, standing before him with a tray. 


"Awww Mikes, you cooked breakfast! We're so proud!" Gerard laughed and high-fived his brother. It was 


common knowledge that Mikey couldn't even boil water successfully. 


He set the tray on the nightstand, began handing bowls down the line. Frank sat up, rubbed his eyes and took 
the bowl of fruit and cereal offered to him. 


"Bacon and eggs again?!" 


They laughed as Mikey mixed them each a cup of cold, instant coffee. The hot water had ceased when the 
lights had gone out - nine days ago, when this all started. Thus far, they had rationed their food, used none of 
their bottled water. They were tired, and bored, and grieving for all of the people they'd never see again, but 


they were hanging on. Gerard thought the lyric / am not afraid fo keep on living rang even more true now. 


"Butter," Frank mumbled as he poured the coffee into his cereal, garnering many odd looks from Mikey, who 
never failed to be disgusted by this. Stirring it with a fork, he nodded with certainty. "I think | miss butter the 


most. More than popsicles, | miss bread and butter." 


This was their usual mealtime game. Someone would bring up the thing they missed eating the most, and 


everyone would then attempt to top it. It was like their own special way of saying Grace before each meal. 


From the balcony, there was a loud thud. 


Frank turned his head toward the closed curtains. "You miss butter too, Bob?" 


Gerard shook his head, smiled. "I miss ice cream sandwiches. The way you have to lick the sides before you 
bite or the ice cream'll run down your hands. And how the cookie gets all mooshy and it sticks to your fingers 
so you have to suck them off and THEN it gets in your fucking teeth and you smile all gritty for, like, the 
rest of the day. But nothing tastes better than a motherfucking ice cream sandwich so that shit is worth it" 
The other two nodded, smiling. 

"Your turn, Mikes, " Frank said as he crunched a chunk of apple, dug around in his cereal for another. 


"Sushi." 


Gerard and Frank exchanged glances, then turned to Mikey. They both said "ANNND?" at the same time. 
"What? And nothing. | miss sushi." 


Frank rolled his eyes, put his fork down for a moment so he could gesture wildly. "Dude. You have to elaborate. 
Do you like Phoenix Rolls? Dragon Rolls? Special Shiny Happy Squid Rolls? What is it, exactly, that you miss the 


most?" 


Mikey shrugged, shoved another mouthful of cereal in and chewed, contemplative. "Spicy crunchy red snapper 


rolls. Those, | miss the most" 

Gerard took a gulp of his coffee, grimacing. "And Starbucks. | fucking miss good coffee." 

Frank tipped his bowl up, sucked in the last of his cereal. He held his empty juice glass out, waving it. Gerard 
grabbed it, refilled it from the ice bucket and handed it back, watched Frank's adam's apple bobbing as he 
swallowed. 

Mikey stood up, collecting their dishes. 

"After | wash these, l'm going to get a shower. Then, you guys have to figure out how to entertain me." 
Frank arched one eyebrow at Mikey and winked salaciously. "I could always entertain you in the shower, Mikes." 
Mikey wrinkled his nose, gestured at his brother. "You should, like, do something with him while I'm in there." 
He paused at the door, stared into Gerard's eyes. "And today, we have to take care of Bob." 


"Uh. Sure, Mikes,” Gerard called after him, "We'll talk about it when you're done, okay?" 


"lm done talking about it" With that, he rounded up the dishes and walked into the bathroom, leaving the door 
open so as to have a bit of light. 


Gerard rubbed a hand absently over the angry red bite mark on his arm, turned to look at Frank. "So you 
wanna tell me what that was all about?" he asked, quietly. 

Frank busied himself with unraveling the hem of his jeans, picking threads from the frayed ends. "I said, | didn't 
want to talk about it." 


"What are your nightmares about?" 


Frank finally met Gerard's gaze, his eyes like golden pools of anguish. "If | told you, you'd call me crazy, or an 


asshole, or whatever. It's just a recurring dream." 


Turning his arm to show Frank the bite marks, Gerard deliberately kept his voice neutral. "It didn't feel like just 


another recurring dream to me." 

Frank remained silent. Eventually, Gerard accepted that as his only answer. 

Mikey reappeared, wrapped in a towel. "Fuck, that water's cold” 

He padded to the closet, pulled the clothes he washed yesterday down from the hanger. The jeans were still a 
bit damp, but at least they were his. Gerard's pants fit him terribly. They were too short and slightly too big 
- a wholly unflattering combination. Not that it mattered, really. Who did he have to impress? Hs apparently- 
homo brother and the equally-queer Frank? Didn't think so. Especially since hed probably never see another living 


girl again in his entire miserable life.. 


Mikey dropped the towel, pulled his clothes on He sauntered over to the bed, threw himself down casually, his 
head resting on Frank's thigh. 


"Mikes, you're supposed to face down for that." 
Its not my turn to suck" 
With a groan, Gerard stood. "I'm going to grab a shower, too. Mikey, feel free to use Frank as you wish." 


Frank stood up, "Hey- I'm not the hotel hooker. Besides," he said, forcing a grin, "lm feeling kind of dirty, 
myself." 


Mikey watched them, his expression indiscernible beneath the hair in his eyes. 
Gerard and Frank sorted out their clean clothes and made their way to the bathroom. Unlike Mikey, they shut 
the door. 


The sudden hiss of the water made Frank flinch. Gerard straightened up, put a comforting hand on the small of 
his back. "What's with you? You're so jumpy." 


Frank silently thanked God for the pitch blackness so that Gerard couldn't see the murderous glare he shot 


him. "Uhm.. it's been a jumpy nine days, 6." 


Gerard wrapped his arms around Frank from behind and pushed them both forward, under the shower spray. 
They gasped at the shocking cold, gooseflesh breaking out across their arms. After getting properly drenched, 
Frank turned to face Gerard, pushed him against the rear shower wall, as far away from the icy spray as 
possible. He pressed his forehead to Gerard's warm, damp chest, resting his hands upon Gerard's hips. Gerard's 
arms snaked around his back, squeezing him in 

The tears came then, hot and slow. 


Frank pressed his ear to Gerard's chest, listened to the sure, steady beat of his heart. Some day, it would be 
stilled forever - even if they made it out of here alive, even if they made it to see white hair and dentures. One 
day, Gerard would not be here fo do this. To protect him. To give his life meaning And oh - indeed - how wrong 
we were fo think that immortality never meant dying. Did he know when he wrote those words? 


They broke apart, Gerard feeling the contours of Frank's face in the pitch blackness. He found his lips, brushed 
them with his own. "So much." 


Frank kissed him back, his tongue dancing along Gerard's lower lip. He drew a shaky breath, whispered, "Me too, 


G.. Me too." 
They never said it It was always just understood. 


Gerard grabbed the body wash, oozed a trickle into his hand, began lathering Frank's back. 


"I will not leave you, Frank. | promise." 
Oh G, If only that were true.. 


They lathered each other, lips locked together. Frank kissed him like it was the end of the world. 


When they stepped out of the bathroom, the blinding light made them recoil briefly. Both threw a hand up to 
shield their eyes, turning to confront the origin of the blaze. They had not seen the sun, or the balcony, in 


over a week 


Mikey stood in front of the balcony door, staring out at what could only be described as an inconceivable 
nightmare. Bob's flesh had turned black, splitting in places, and his putrefied stomach had ruptured, spilling 
liquefied organs at his feet in a soupy mass. He pressed his oozing, rotten face against the glass. 


Gerard put a hand to his mouth, fighting the urge to vomit. "Mikey, Jesus fuck - What the hell are you 


doing?" 


Mikey turned his head, tears in his eyes. "You won't listen to me, G." His fingers rested upon the door latch, 
the axe clutched in his hands. "Every day, | tell you we have to put Bob to rest. And you don't want to do it. 


One more day, you say. Well, fuck that. It ends today.” 


Gerard put a hand out, speaking softly, his eyes never leaving his brother's. "Mikey. Hang on. We're waiting to 
see if he'll decompose to bones, remember? Because then, we can get out of here. If it's so, then they'll all rot 
to nothing, eventually. Exposed to the elements and humidity, a corpse can be reduced to bone in nine days. We 
have to give it time to-" 


"This isn't a fucking biology class experiment. This," he gestured to the ruined monster decaying before him, 
"was our fucking brother." 


With that, he flipped the bolt and pushed the door open, raising the axe shakily above his head. 
The smell rolled in immediately, sickly sweet and thick as molasses, so putrid that it made Gerard positive he 


would never be able to smell anything but this ever again. Retching violently, he rushed forward to knock 


Mikey out of the way of the monster. 


Trapped in by all these mountains 
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For the rest of his life, Gerard would revisit this scene in his head, would replay the events and dissect each 
tiny nanosecond to figure out where, exactly, the outcome could have been changed. Perhaps if he'd been 
closer to the door, or had reacted faster. Maybe if he didn't let Frank shower with him, Mikey would not have 
had the time to psych himself into doing anything stupid. 


No matter how many times he replayed it in his head, the answers never became clearer. 


As Gerard rushed Mikey, several things happened in synchronicity: Frank bolted from behind Gerard and ran 
toward the bed. Gerard calculated the amount of time he had to get to his brother before the thing could get 
there first, could put its teeth into him. Mikey prayed. Bob, or the nightmare formerly known as Bob, lunged 
forward, ruined mouth agape, and headed straight at Mikey, the first piece of meat in its line of vision 


Everything went slow then, the seconds ticking off like minutes for Gerard. Each pause before the beat of his 
heart stretched out for days before him and he could see he'd be too late. He concentrated on screaming for 
Mikey to bring the axe down now - fucking now- 

And Mikey did. 


The force of the blow knocked the axe loose from Mikey's hands, the blade cleaving off the nightmare's arm 
at the shoulder. The axe clattered uselessly to the floor, next to the severed, decaying appendage. 


The zombie's head, however, was still very much intact. 

And it lunged, jaws opening wide, for Mikey's throat. 

Instinctively, Mikey fell back, put his hands up in defense, felt the burning ache as Bob's teeth closed around 
the meaty part of his palm, the nerves firing painfully. He screamed. 


Bob did not get a second bite. From the side, Gerard tackled the thing, and they both sprawled to the carpet. It 
snapped at Gerard's face but he pulled back, rolled it over and pressed its face to the rug- held it down with 
both hands as hard as he could. Frank rose up from behind Mikey with the aluminum pole. He drove it through 
the base of Bob's head, gagged at the spurt of black brain matter that shot up, hitting him in the cheek. 
Gerard rolled to the side, clawed his way to where Mikey sat shuddering, cradling his left arm against his 
chest. Frank dropped the pole, spun around and fell to his knees next to his wounded friend. 


"Mikes - let me see - Let me see, Mikes. Its gonna be okay.’ 


Frank gently pulled Mikey's hand toward him, surveyed the damage. The wound was already beginning to clot, 
the flesh around it puckered and greying. Mikey's eyes held the vacant, glazed miasma of shock. 


"Jesus fucking.. no. No no no no no." Gerard shook his head repeatedly, his whispers becoming sobs, becoming 


screams. 


He leaned in, pressed his forehead against Mikey's shoulder. Gritting his teeth, he cried out for Frank 


There was no one else left. 
Frank shook his head and stood up, pale but calm. "We're not letting you go that easily, Mikes. 


He grabbed Bob by one ankle, gagged as the skin separated from the bone like a piece of over-cooked chicken. 
Quickly, he stepped out onto the balcony, dragging Bob's putrid remains behind him. From below, a roar went up 
as a thousand black mouths opened in ravenous greeting. He threw the arm over the railing, then lifted Bob 
and dropped him, unceremoniously, onto the crowd below. He coughed, dry-heaving, and tried not to inhale as 
he ripped his shirt over his head and kicked his pants off, paused briefly to relinquish the rest of his 
breakfast as the wet material slid down his thighs. He didn't even want to think about what he was covered in. 
He left the soiled clothes on the balcony and ran back inside in his boxers, grabbed the first aid kit and the 
axe, and headed for the bathroom. He scrubbed the axe down as best he could, lathered his hands and arms. 
He looked at himself in the mirror, made eye contact and nodded firmly in the dim light. "We can do this." 


Gerard sat on the floor, Mikey's head cradled in his lap. He was pale but conscious, his eyes closed, fresh tears 
leaking out from behind his eyelids. Gerard wiped them away, put his fingers to his lips. Frank looked down at 
them, sucked in a shuddering breath. "We have to take his hand off" 


Gerard looked up at Frank, pure horror arcing across his face. "Are you fucking crazy?’ 


"If we stop the infection, he has a fucking chance, G. If we do nothing, Mikey is going to wind up like Bob." 
Frank put his head down, gripped the axe close to his chest, and whispered, "Do you want to have to kill your 
brother, too?" 


Gerard flinched at the words, his arms wrapping protectively around Mikey's panting chest. He bowed his head, 
shoulders falling in defeat. "Mikes," he whispered, "Come on. Sit up with me. We're going to take a look at that 
bite, okay?" 


Mikey sat up, turned his scared, pitiful eyes to Frank. "You want to cut my hand off?" 


"Mikes.. there's nothing else we can do. Bob got bit in the ear and it killed him in hours. We don't have a lot of 
time, but | swear to God, I'm going to be quick and do the best | can" Gerard helped Mikey to his feet, walked 
him over to the desk by the balcony door. 


Frank spread a towel on top of the desk, pulled the chair out for Mikey to sit. He tore open the first aid kit, 


found a bottle of antiseptic, several packs of pre-threaded surgical sutures, a rubber tourniquet and several 


rolls of sterile gauze. Mikey watched all of this, pale. 


Gerard paced on the other side of the desk, his eyes never leaving his brother's face. "Mikey, what the fuck 


were you thinking?! " 
Frank looked up, said sharply, "That's not gonna help shit 
But Mikey only hung his head, mute. 


Frank rolled Mikey's shirt sleeve higher. "We have to put a tourniquet on you so you don't bleed too much, 
okay? I'm not going to lie and say this isn't going to hurt, but if it's the only option we have." 


Mikey looked up at Frank, pulled his hand back. "Well, what if you just clean it?" 

Gerard looked at Frank as well, shrugged hesitantly. "We could just clean it and hope for the best...” 

Frank sighed deeply, sat on the edge of the desk. "I'm worried that the infection's going to spread regardless." 
Gerard ran his fingers through Mikey's hair, placed a hand on his shoulder from behind. "lm worried that if we 
cut it off, he's going to die anyway, only from loss of blood. And there's no guarantee that hacking off his 
fucking hand with an axe is going to keep him alive anyway. | mean, what are you going to do after you cut his 
hand off, Frankie? Are you going to just keep the tourniquet on until the rest of his arm falls off? How were 
you going to close all the veins and shit?" 

"| didn't get that far." 


Gerard rubbed his eyes, muttering "This has to be a fucking nightmare." 


"Fine. | hope it fucking works, but if he gets.. sick.. don't blame me." Frank un-capped the antiseptic, poured a 
sizable stream directly into the open wound. Mikey yelped in pain, rested his head on his forearm. 


Gerard took Mikey's other hand. He leaned in, kissed him gently on the top of his head. "I'm so, so sorry, Mikes.. 


You're gonna be okay. | promise." 


Mikey remained still while Frank spread antibiotic gel on his hand and wrapped the wound in fresh gauze. At his 
brothers words, he sighed with frustration. 


"You don't know that I'm going to be okay. Stop promising things, G, when you can't do shit about the outcome. 
If | fucking die, you better kill me before | come back. | don't want to hang around like Bob, okay?" 


Gerard looked down at the floor. "I'm not having this conversation right now." 


Frank met Mikey's eyes, nodded, even as his own filled with tears. "Ill take care of it, Mikes. But don't worry 
about that right now. How are you feeling?" 


"My hand hurts like a bitch. And I'm tired.” 
"Let me know if it gets too bad, okay? We're going to have to keep an eye on you. You know. Uhm.. in case.” 


"Fucking enough, Frank!" Gerard sat down on the bed, bit his lip. Frank watched him cry, his face scrunched up 
like a little boy's. His heart wrenched with empathy and he rubbed his eyes to keep from crying also, took a 
deep breath and regretted it. The stench in the room was unbelievable. 


Full of anxiousness and nervous energy, Frank soaked a towel in the bath tub and began scrubbing the rugs, 
trying to rid the room of the fetid, rotten smell of decay. Mikey stood, quietly, and went to sit next to Gerard. 


He put an arm around his broken brother, kissed the side of his face. Gerard sunk into his side, weeping. 


"This is all so fucked up. | tried to protect you. | swear, | tried so hard to make sure | didn't let anything hurt 
you." 


"You can't fix everything, G." 


Frank blotted the rug, opened the balcony door. Somehow, the smell inside was worse than the cumulative 
stench of the thousands of corpses below- it was more visceral, more personal. Maybe it was just a comfort 


to feel the chilly breeze on his face. 


He walked back inside, rubbed his hands across his bare arms. Gerard and Mikey were curled up together on 
the bed, whispering. Gerard was sobbing openly, clutching Mikey's t-shirt in one hand. It was obviously a 
private moment between brothers, so Frank paced the small entry hallway, leaned into the door and checked 


the hall for the dead. Yep - still out there. Stil trapped 
They spent the rest of the day in silence. 


Gerard eventually exhausted himself, laid his hot, damp cheek against Mikey's chest and slept, one arm thrown 
around him protectively. Mikey slept too - albeit fitfully, occasionally gasping or moaning softly. Frank sat in 

the desk chair, his fingers steepled before his lips, knees bouncing wildly, as he listened to the boys breathe in 
tandem. He wished, for the billionth or trillionth time in the last week, for a cigarette. They had run out on day 


two because no one had any fucking self control around here. 


Anxiously, he walked to the bed, brushed Mikey's cheek with his hand. It was hot, slightly clammy. At that 
moment, the realization of what was probably about to come nearly broke him in two. He turned away, willing 


himself to get it together because as much as this killed him, it was going to kill Gerard infinitely worse. 


Standing at the balcony door, Frank looked out into the darkening city across the river. How many others, he 


wondered, were out there - abandoned by civilization, alone like us? How many others were trapped - maybe in 


ths very hotel? He shuddered at the thought, searched the homes high up on the surrounding hills for any 


sign of life. The gathering shadows gave him no answers. 

Jumping as a hand slid around his waist, Frank allowed himself to be pulled into Gerard's embrace. Together, 
they stood and looked out into the desolation beyond. Gerard rested his chin on Frank's shoulder, clinging to him. 
He tried to fathom the idea that soon, Frank would be the only thing he had left. He sighed as their fingers 
entwined, tried to memorize the way Frank's calluses scratched the delicate webbing between his fingers. He 
tried to keep it safe in the deepest part of his mind, hoped that if he hid it well enough, he could take it with 
him into the next world. 

"How's Mikey?" 

"He's asleep. He doesn't look so good, but he's breathing. We should probably check the bandage." 

Frank turned, closed his eyes as the wind picked up and fluttered the hair on the back of his neck. He took 
Gerard's bottom lip between his own, kissed him to keep the darkness at bay. When they separated, Gerard 
was crying again. 

"Maybe someone will come for us. Maybe there's a cure." 

"G, no one can cure death" 


"Do you think we're going to die, Frankie?" 


Frank was quiet for a moment, gathering his thoughts. "I think. that that is exactly what we were put on this 
earth to do." 


"Maybe they eat us because they don't want us to leave." 

"Maybe they eat us because its the fucking apocalypse." 

‘Seriously-" Gerard grabbed his shoulders, and for the first time, Frank was mildly afraid of the gleam in his 
eyes. "Maybe it's like eternal life, only you have to spend some of it kicking around this shitty planet. Maybe 


they're just trying to get us on their team." 


"Team Eat Your Fucking Spleen? No thanks - I'd rather be on Team G." Frank forced a huge grin, rubbed 
Gerard's side. "You know, Team Last Motherfuckers Standing." 


Gerard stared at him for a moment longer, his expression unreadable in the dusk His hand stayed firmly upon 
Frank's shoulder, and Frank found this unusually troubling, but he could not say why - or if it had anything at 
all to do with his recurring nightmare. 


"We have to fix Mikey." And with that, Gerard released him and walked back into their four-star prison. 


Frank followed him inside, went to the bathroom and filled a glass with water. When he walked to the bed, 
Mikey followed him with his eyes. He smiled softly as he held the glass to Mikey’s lips, remembering the care 
that he had shown him that morning, after the nightmare. /t felt lke weeks later.. 


With some effort, Mikey sat up and yawned. His face was drawn and pale, his hair stood up on end. He looked 
like a cranky three year old just waking up from a nap. Gerard sat next to him and took his good hand. 


"What's goin’ on, Mikes?" 


Mikey shrugged, waved his bandaged hand. His eyes were glassy beneath his shaggy hair. "Just waiting to die: 


Frank sucked in a breath, begged "Please don't say shit like that." 
Gerard rested his head against Mikey, shot an irritated glare at Frank. "He can say whatever the fuck he feels 
like, Frank. Back off" 


Frank raised his eyebrows, hurt blossoming on his face. He held Gerard's gaze, waiting for a signal that he 
didn't really mean to be so harsh, but Gerard just stared him down harder, his expression fiercely unapologetic. 
With a sigh, Frank caved, dropped out of the staring contest and focused on his hands instead. "Jesus. l'm 


sorry. 


As the night wore on, Mikey's breathing became more labored, his eyes rolled feverishly in his head. 


Sometimes he called for his mom, sometimes for his brother. 
"Maybe we should amputate now?" 
"G, if he's already feverish, we're too fucking late. We need to put him on the balcony-" 


"No" Gerard hissed, and the word made Frank recoil. "My brother will not die out there. If he dies, it will be in 
my motherfucking arms. We will go out together if need be, but | won't leave him alone like that" 


Frank was silent for a moment, his heart hammering in his chest. He had to play this safe. Otherwise, he did 
not want to even think about where this conversation would get them. No one got between the Way boys, and 


that was a fact that Frank had seen, firsthand, many times. 


"Well how about we take him into the bathroom, put him in the shower? Maybe the cool water will help his 


fever. | just want to make sure he's as comfortable as possible, 6." 


Frank could feel Gerard's indecision and wariness in the near-perfect blackness, felt the rush of air as he 


stood. By now, they had the room so well memorized that it didn't matter if the lights were never coming 


back. 


"Get his arms, Frank" 


Together, they carried Mikey into the bathroom, placed him gently in the tub and turned the water on. He 


cried out, clutched Frank's arm feverishly, begged them to call his mom. 


Gerard hushed him, his voice choking as he whispered, "Mom's coming, Mikey. Just be still. She's going to bring 


you popsicles and we're going to watch cartoons together on the couch." 
Frank could feel Gerard shaking, literally convulsing, beside him. 


Dawn broke, and the light crept into the bathroom, washing over Mikey's damp, grey face. He breathed in 
short gasps, his eyes fixed upon something that neither Frank nor Gerard could see, but that they could sense. 
Gerard sang the lullaby his mother used to sing them. Frank, for his part, stayed silent and let Gerard keep his 
vigil. 


It was well into the morning when Mikey drew his last breath. 


At the sound of the air rattling from his lungs, Gerard's own breath hitched in his throat, and he leaned down 


to kiss his brother's lips, to whisper to him once more. 


"G, baby, we have to go now." Frank put an arm around Gerard's heaving shoulders, began to pull him 


backwards. 


"No- l- Mikey- Oh Mikey." and with that, he pulled roughly away from Frank, reached a hand out to his dead 


little brother, sobbing his name over and over. 
Frank tried again, grabbed Gerard's arm more firmly. "G-" 


"THEN LEAVE, FRANKIE, " Gerard roared, turning on him like an animal, teeth bared, and with such ferocity 


that Frank recoiled, searched for something to use as a weapon, if need be. 
Mikey's eyes flickered open. 


Frank could feel the blood draining away from his face, felt the adrenaline kick in and fuck with his heartbeat. 
He grabbed Gerard by the waist and dragged him backwards, slammed his own head painfully into the towel 
bar when Gerard threw his head back, head-butting him in the forehead. Gerard fought like a thing possessed, 
scratching and shrieking, his legs kicking wildly as Frank looped an arm around his chest and physically pulled 
him from the room. As the door closed, Mikey sat up, Turned vacant eyes their way. 


Gasping and dizzy from the pain in his head, but still frenzied from the adrenaline, he threw Gerard onto the 
bed, grabbed the axe from the desk and propped it under the door handle, kicking it into place. He tried to 
budge the handle, was satisfied that there was no opening that door. 


At that moment, Gerard attacked. He slammed Frank's head into the door, turned him around and clutched at 


his throat. Frank, stunned, lashed out with a hook that caught Gerard squarely in the mouth. Gerard stumbled 
backwards, sat down heavily on the floor. And with that, it was over as quickly as it began 


Frank dropped to his knees, panting. He could feel the sticky blood oozing from the back of his head. A warm 
drop trickled down his neck, and he shivered. 


Gerard licked the blood from his lips, eyed Frank warily. "| need to see my brother." 

"That's not your brother, G." 

And with that, the dam broke and Gerard collapsed on the floor in a ball, howled his brother's name over and 
over, screamed until his voice gave out. Frank crawled to him, curled his body as tightly around Gerard's as 


possible, and sobbed along. They lay on the floor for hours. Eventually, sleep found them, and they both 
dreamed of Mikey. 


But does anyone notice, there\'s a corpse in this bed? 
(final) 


Author's Notes: 
Frank/Gerard. Character death in delightfully gory ways. Large amounts of tension. Not a comedy. 


This is my homage to the song, \Early Sunsets over Monroeville. 


The sun slanting through the balcony door burned into Frank's sleeping eyes and he turned his head, regretted 
it instantly as throbbing pain stabbed through his neck, all the way down into his shoulder. He gasped, pulled 
himself up from the cold floor, tried to stretch after hours cramped into an uncomfortable position. Gerard, 
he noticed, was awake and on his side, staring at the door, unblinking. His eyes were red and swollen from 
crying, his face deathly pale. Frank stood with a groan, got his feet under him and walked to the closet, pulled a 
bottled water from one of the cases. He un-capped it and knelt beside Gerard, offered him the drink. 


Gerard turned hollow eyes toward Frank, but made no move to accept the water. 

"Hey G, | bet you're thirsty... 

Gerard did not answer, only turned his face away again 

Frank sat back down, looked at the closed bathroom door, rubbed his eyes wearily. Next to him, Gerard shook 
as a second round of sobs wracked his body. Frank pulled him close, held his trembling shoulders. Eventually, he 
stilled and Frank thought he was unconscious again, until he spoke. 

"We have to get Mikey out of the bathroom." 

"Then you go out onto the balcony and I'll take care of it. | don't want you to see that shit” 

"You are not killing my brother. We're going to get him onto the balcony. He can stay out there until help 
comes. There will be doctors with the rescuers that know how to treat this.” 

"There aren't any fucking doctors left, or they would have come by now. This isn't a goddamn bird flu 
epidemic- it's the end of the world. If we open that door, he's going to come after us and we're going to have 


to kill him, G. He said he didn't want to hang around as one of those things, anyway.’ 


Gerard shook his head, and turned his dark-ringed, haunted eyes to Frank. His voice was deathly calm. "If you 
kill my brother, Frank, | will murder you back." 


Frank froze, searched Gerard's eyes for any hint of rationality, found little to be relieved about. He crossed 
the room, slid down the wall to the floor, wishing to be as far away from the words that hung in the air like 
smoke. The rattling of the bathroom door, the pounding from the hallway - nothing was louder than the 
panicked thudding of Frank's heart. He wondered if Gerard had gone insane, wondered if he really meant it when 
he threatened to kill him if he put his brother's corpse out of its obvious misery. He drew his knees to his 
chest, watched Gerard as he sobbed, as he whispered to himself. 


He cant be held responsible for his insanity in a situation lke this 


Eventually, Gerard crawled over to the bathroom door, rested his cheek against it, dug his fingers into the 
carpet, trying to slide them into the crack beneath. Frank walked over calmly, grabbed his leg and pulled him to 
the foot of the bed. Gerard grimaced as his shirt rode up, stretched his arms above his head with an evil 


smile. 


"You can't do that - can't fuck around near the door like that. You know that isn't Mikes anymore. That thing 
will fucking eat you. | need you to sit on the bed" 
Gerard rolled his eyes and stayed on the floor, petulant as a toddler. 


Frank, losing patience, grabbed Gerard's arm, dug his fingers in and yanked hard, hauled him to his feet. 
"Don't be so rough, over" His tone was ugly, hateful. 


Frank shoved him backwards, a little harder than he meant to. With a small cry of protest, Gerard sprawled on 
the bed, rubbed the newly-forming bruise on his biceps. Frank leaned in, searched for his best friend- for 
fucking G - behind the unsettling, crazed eyes before him, then brushed thumbs over the tear tracks and 
kissed the bridge of his nose. He saw a flicker of him in the way Gerard turned his eyes skyward as he 
simultaneously licked his lips and nodded his head, as if answering questions from the heavens or gathering 


strength. Frank knew that he wouldn't give up until Gerard came back He was fine being the dominant one for 


a while, if that is what it took. 
'| love you, G, but you have to trust me right now. In a few more days, it will make more sense." 


Gerard shrugged his shoulders. "In a few days, none of this will matter anymore. I'm going to go back to sleep 
to wake up, now." With that, he rolled over onto his stomach and stretched out like a starfish across the bed, 
his head turned to the wall. Frank gently ran a hand up the small of his back, then went to busy himself with 
making lunch. The inconvenience of having the bathroom occupied by their living dead little brother was 
astounding. They would have to eat out of the packages from now on - all of their dishes were in the 
bathroom. He also guessed there was going to be much peeing off the balcony - out of necessity this time, 
rather than dull, drunken kicks. Somehow, he had to convince Gerard to let him end Mikey's torture. He thought 
about the threat - no, promise - that Gereard had made him, tried his best to put it out of his mind, to chalk 
it up to the grief. 


He grabbed the bag of cereal, a couple cans of Diet Coke and their last two oranges, took it all over to the 


bed. Lifting Gerard's arm, he slid himself under it. Gerard remained unmoving, his face resolutely turned away, 


and a fondness and longing gripped Frank's heart so fiercely that he gasped. 


"Geeee, wake uppppppppppp..." Frank put his lips to Gerard's ear as he lay, face-down unconscious, in his bunk. Sliding 
a hand into his boxers, he ran it down the slope of Gerard's ass, leaned over to brush the tangles of black hair 
away from his flushed, sleeping face. He found an earlobe, sucked it into his mouth, swirled his tongue around it 
before biting down feasingly. 


‘Mmmmphhhh.." G waved an arm, scrunched his shoulders to pry Frank's mouth loose. 


Frank smiled, knowing well that, in G-ese, that clearly translated to "Motherfucker, | drank a lot last night and 
went to bed three hours ago and I strongly do not wish to be awakened, be it for head or pancakes, at this time 
of the morning Thank you and goodnight." 


"But Geeee, " Frank whispered whining softly, "Everyone went shopping. We are alone on this bus for the first time 


in a week" 


Gerard mumbled again, unresponsive. Frank crawled deeper into the bunk, breathed in the somewhat mephitic aura 
of cigarettes, sweat, and alcohol that was Gerard on tour, and crawled on top of him, drove his growing erection 
hard against the unresponsive man's ass. He exaggerated his movements, slammed his hips harder, faking rough sex. 
Gerard bounced beneath him, drooling into his pillow. 


‘Cmonnm.. Dont make me rape you." 


Gerard rolled over with a reluctant sigh, opened his eyes. Frank beamed down at him, drove his hips hard into 
Gerard's, delighted 


‘All right, all right, lero. Lets see what you got there." 


Frank sat up, maneuvering awkwardly in the low space until he was back on his knees, and slid his boxers down with 
a huge grin. Gerards hand was around him in an instant, his grp firm, slightly rough Frank threw his head back, 
smacking it off the top of the bunk, his mouth open as he arched his hps into Gerard's hand Gerard's other hand 
wrapped around Frank's waist, pulling him closer as he slid down the pillow, his lips closing around the head of his 
cock. He stroked him harder, tongue swirling and circling over the sensitive spots, letting gentle pressure build 
between his lps. Frank shook, moaning deliciously, beads of sweat trickling down the back of his neck as he rocked 
himself forward, felt his cock slide deep into the back of Gerards throat. At the sensation, Gerard sucked harder, a 
soft purr of approval vibrating from his throat up the length of Frank's shaft 


And that was it 


With two quick thrusts, Frank came with a gasp, his hips jerking against Gerard's face. He collapsed into the pillow, 
face-first into a cold puddle of drool 


Gerard slid out from under him, brushed his thumb across his lower lp, relishing the taste of Frank on his tongue. 


He yawned, rolled over. 


‘Hey- where are you going? | have to repay you for that. It was... fucking incredible head. The best head ever. 
Better-than-butter head | Cant Believe Its Not Butter.. head Mmmm.. butter. Im starving, now. Do you want fo 
go get pancakes? 6???" 


But Gerard was already asleep again, the ghost of a satisfied smile playing upon his Ips. 


Frank stretched out on his side, rested the Diet Coke and the other orange on Gerard's back Opening the bag 
of cereal noisily, he dug in and crunched a handful into his mouth. He began peeling the orange, blinked rapidly 
as the zest got in his eye, then deftly slid an arm around Gerard, brushed a section of orange against his lips. 
Gerard opened, sucked the orange in, along with two of Frank's fingers. He bit down, and Frank could feel the 
juice explode against his fingertips. Hesitantly, Frank pressed closer, rested his head against the nape of 
Gerard's neck and exhaled softly, was rewarded by a quiet shudder. He pulled his sticky fingers away, tore off 


more orange. Offered it. 


Gerard sucked the fingers into his mouth again, chewed the orange, its juice dribbling down his chin. He 
swallowed, sucked harder, bit down. Yelping, Frank tried to pull away, but Gerard's jaws clamped all the more 
furiously, ground his fingers between teeth. Frank gasped against his neck, and the breeze made Gerard shiver. 
He opened his mouth. Let Frank go. 


"What the fuck was that?" 
| was practicing.” 


"That fucking hurt. Bastard." Frank's voice was dangerous as he leaned in, sunk his teeth into the nape of 

Gerard's neck, growled low in his throat. Gerard stiffened, moaned as the physical pain came, drowning out the 
more severe, emotional wounds he was nursing. The Cokes and oranges were shoved aside, replaced by Frank's 
weight. He pulled his lips away to slide Gerard's shirt up and over his head. The fabric caught around his neck 


and Frank tugged even harder, until it finally tore loose, scraping Gerard's face roughly. 


Gerard attempted to roll over, was rewarded with his arms being pinned to the bed above his head. He bucked 
his hips wildly, tried to shake Frank off but he held on determinedly, digging his teeth into the spot where 


Gerard's neck met his shoulder and whispered, "Don't make me get the belt." 


Gerard went limp, pressed his face to the pillow with defeat. After a moment, Frank cautiously removed his 
hands and sat up, unbuttoned Gerard's pants. Pushed them down, pulled them off. He slid his hands against 
Gerard's trembling sides, dragged his nails as he shoved his boxers down. Gerard whimpered. Frank slid his 
body against him once more, the hardness in his jeans unmistakable as it pressed urgently against Gerard's 


Oss. 


Frank licked and sucked the back of G's neck, moving down to leave angry red bite marks on his shoulders and 
sides. Gerard remained silent, but Frank was sure he was crying. He bit down on the back of his neck once 
more, slid his fingers back into his mouth. Gerard gagged, unprepared, as Frank shoved them deep into his 
throat, pumping them furiously. He kissed his way down Gerard's back some more, licked all the sore spots 
until he stopped trembling, until his breathing slowed. Took his fingers away. 


Without warning, Frank rubbed a hand over Gerard's ass, parted him and pushed his spit-slick fingers deep 
inside. Frank moaned at the gasp of pain this elicited, pressed Gerard's knees harder to the bed as he thrashed 
his hips violently, whimpered "Stop. Frank Ao" Frank ignored it, worked his fingers deeper, wiggled the tips as 
Gerard tried to turn around, to escape. He brought his free hand down hard, distributing a sharp slap across 
G's ass. 


"I know we don't normally do things this way, but please cooperate. It will be so much easier if you do." 


Frank continued to work his fingers in and out as his other hand deftly undid his own pants. He freed himself 
with a sigh, slid his fingers out of Gerard and looped his hands around his hips, pulling him up and closer. Frank 
positioned himself and thrust in with a moan. Gerard shrieked, clawed the sheets. Not being a total sadist, 
Frank waited a moment, let him adjust before pulling back slowly. 


At the withdrawal, Gerard brought his head up with a gasp. "Please," cried, "You're h-hurting me." 


Frank, in response, forced himself in as hard and far as he could go, began a steady rhythm, his hips slapping 
into Gerard's ass with each thrust. He held on to Gerard for leverage, listened to the awful sob-gasp of his 


lover's breath. Within minutes, Frank was close, but he knew Gerard was closer. 


Reaching under him, he wrapped his hand around Gerard's stiff cock, stroked him roughly, watching the hair at 
the nape of his neck become sweat-soaked as he rose up, wantonly, to meet Frank's thrusts. He screamed, 
pressed his face into the pillow and reached down to squeeze the hand that pumped his cock. Frank's nails dug 
into Gerard's hip as his own climax ripped through him. He threw himself down onto Gerard's back, dug his 
teeth in, his hand jerking furiously as Gerard twitched against his palm, his cum spilling over Frank's fingers, 


over his own stomach, onto the sheets. They lay like that for several minutes, dazed, collecting themselves. 
Frank withdrew slowly, noting his lover's pained hiss. He brushed the spilled cereal from the sides of Gerard's 
thighs and stretched out next to him, opened his arms. Gerard rolled over, wincing, and threw himself down 
into Frank's embrace, pressed his sweaty forehead to an equally-sweaty chest. 

Frank kissed the top of his head, ran his thumbs along one of Gerard's shoulders. "G.. you okay?" 


After a moment, Gerard nodded. "Everything hurts." 


"I know. l'm sorry, baby." 


Gerard snuggled closer, wrapped an arm around Frank's hip. "Don't ever leave me, okay?" 


Frank squeezed him tightly, closed his eyes as the tears came. "Never on your life, G 
"And Frankie?" 

"Yes, baby." 

"Thanks." 


Frank nestled his head deeper into the pillow, listened as Gerard's breathing slowed, became deep and regular. 
He stared at the ceiling for a long time, trying to figure out how to get Mikes out of the bathroom, as Gerard 
had asked. Maybe, if Gerard saw how awful Mikey looked, he'd come to terms with the fact that, lke Ray and 
Bob, the pile of rotting zombie shit currently residing in their bathroom was no longer their Mikes. 

Then, maybe, they could end this. 


JOE 

Hours later, as the sun started to go down, Frank disentangled himself from Gerard's embrace. He buttoned his 
jeans, stumbled to the balcony door, threw it open. He stood on the threshold, watched the sun glinting off the 
river in the distance. There were fucking bodies, thrashing, in the current. After a moment, he let out a weary 


sigh and turned, walked to the bed and put a hand on Gerard's shoulder, shook him awake. 

Gerard's eyes flew open and he mumbled, groggily, "What time is it?" 

"Uhm. | haven't got a clue. But the sun's setting. Are we doing this?" Frank nodded toward the bathroom door 
as Gerard sat up, grimaced. He found his shirt, pulled it on, took the boxers and jeans Frank offered him. He let 
out a sharp bark of pain as he arched his back to pull his pants up, and Frank was immediately guilty. 


‘lm so sorry, G. | don't-" 


"Don't. For a litte while, | felt something else besides-" Gerard's gesture took in the room, the balcony, the 
bathroom door. "Its okay. You know if | wasn't willing, | would have fucked you up." 


Frank smirked, recounting the epic battles the two had fought between the sheets over the years. It was no 
secret that, at times, they both liked it rough. 


Gerard stood, stretched his lower back. "How the fuck are we doing this?" 
Frank bit his lip, sucked on his lip ring for a moment. "We take the axe away. One of us on either side of the 
door. When it rushes out, we grab it, one of us pushes it from behind onto the balcony. The other holds the 


axe, waiting to jump in if shit goes badly. Then, we shut the door. And we wait for help." 


Gerard shivered, wrapped his arms around his own chest, hugging himself. "I'll be the axe." 


Frank stared at him, shook his head slowly. "Can | trust you to step in and do what's needed?" 

"No. You can't trust me to axe my brother. You also can't trust me not to put my hand out and let him bite 
me. Looks like you're just going to have to choose, the lesser of two fucking evils, lero." Gerard paused, bowed 
his head," 

But | promised | wouldn't let anything hurt you though, remember? Do you still trust that?" 


Frank was quiet for a moment, then sighed. "I trust you." 


They took their places, each on one side of the door. Frank nodded, and Gerard kicked the axe loose and picked 


it up. He met Frank's gaze, returned his nod. 

As the door popped open, Frank stayed completely still, held his breath. 

An arm snaked out of the darkness beyond, the hand black and oozing. Frank slid further away from the door 
as Mikey emerged, a strangled cry escaping Gerard's lips as his worst nightmare stumbled into the room. At 
once, Mikey turned toward the sound, teeth bared. Gerard backed away, cowering as he was faced with the 
monster with his dead brother's face, his dead brother's sunken, glazed eyes. It advanced on Gerard, who stood 


paralyzed. 


Frank lunged, grabbing for its arms as its jaws snapped viciously, pulled the thing back from Gerard and forcing 
it toward the door. Gerard dropped the axe, grabbed the other arm, pushed along. 


"What the fuck are you doing, G?! 

‘I'm helping you." 

"What if it gets loose? How're you going to help me without the fucking axe?" 

‘lm going to control Mikey." 

Gerard pushed, his hip banging into Frank's side as they guided the struggling, stinking thing toward the door. 
Frank desperately wished that Gerard would stop calling this zombie by his brother's name, but said nothing 


about it. To pick an argument at such a critical time would be asinine. 


With a heave, they pushed the corpse onto the balcony, slammed the door and drove the lock into place. It 
banged its forehead into the glass and Gerard lost himself then, dropped to the floor with a great, heaving sob. 


Frank pulled the curtains, knelt to take G in his arms. "C'mon, baby. Let's get you cleaned up." 


The bathroom was a crime scene all its own. Frank made Gerard sit on the bed while he cleaned it up as best 


he could, rinsing towel-full after towel-full of bodily fluids down the tub drain It still smelled like death, but 
the only visible traces remaining were the long, deep scratches in the door. Frank figured he'd just leave it 
open, anyway. He rinsed all of their soap and shampoo bottles under the tap, put them back where they 
belonged. 


He turned the shower on again, let it wash the tub clean while he leaned into the sink, used Gerard's 

toothbrush and toothpaste. He picked up his electric razor and turned it on, happy to find out that it was stil 
humming. At the sound, Gerard stumbled to the door, leaned into the jamb and watched him shave. Their eyes 
met in the mirror and Frank smiled. Gerard reluctantly smiled back. Frank finished his face and Gerard held his 


hand out for the razor. 


As he shaved, Frank stepped gingerly into the cold shower and inspected the fresh bruises on his hips. 
Eventually Gerard joined him inside and stood under the water, linked hands with Frank as it poured over his 
head. He tipped his head back, let the water soothe his aching eyes, his broken heart, until it just made him all 
the more numb. His mind ticked off the millions - or three- ways that this could end, all of them grim. When 


Frank wrapped his arms around him, he was so cold he could barely feel it. 


OOK 

The next day, as Frank was washing dishes, the pipes gave a heaving groan and the water slowed to a trickle, 
then stopped entirely. They didn't panic, as they had ample bottled water to get them through for a while. 
They did the best they could with the toilet situation, but it was pretty nasty in the bathroom. Thank God for 


the shower drain, at least. 


KEKEKE 


And that had been - when, now? Two weeks ago? 


Gerard pulled Frank closer. "Yeah. So they weighed these consumptives and figured out that the soul weighs 21 
grams. But like | said, it was probably just some doctor leaning on the scale and un-balancing it. But there are 
physicists that claim that they have a number - it's extremely small with a lot of superscripts and shit - for 
how much one bit of information weighs. The only problem is, they can't figure out how many bits make up a 


thought. Or a memory. So they don't know how much the consciousness of a human weighs.’ 
Frank looked up at him and whispered, "We are so fucked, 6." 
Gerard sighed, banged the back of his head against the wall lightly. "Yeah. Probably." 


"What if we die and come back anyway? Without getting bitten? What if it's just death that makes zombies of 
us all? What then?! What the fuck has all of this suffering been for, then? In-fucking-vain, that's what" 


Gerard remained silent, stared at the closed balcony curtains. He had no answers. Eventually, he stood up, 
pulled Frank up with him. He held his hand as they crawled into bed. Gerard wearily anticipated the calendar 
moving forward one day. Time meant nothing to them anymore, and though he spent a lot of time drawing, and 
Frank spent a lot of time writing all of this down, there always seemed to be endless spans to fill up. More 


time spent waiting, worrying, hoping that their rations would hold out long enough for help to get to them. 
Frank leaned in, kissed Gerard tenderly. "I don't ever want you to leave me. 

Gerard rubbed Frank's back soothingly. "Well you're in luck It doesn't seem like lm going anywhere" 

They fell asleep as they did every time, locked in each others! arms. 


Later, Frank slid out of bed. He paced, listened to Gerard's heavy snoring. He would kill for a breath of fresh air 
right now, for anything other than the stagnant closeness of this tiny room - it's cereal and tiny sips of 


water, endless boredom, useless faucets. He would rather die than face the end starving to death, after all 


Shaking, he walked to the dresser, picked up his knife and ran his thumb along the blade, tested the sharpness. 
With a whimper, he dragged the tip up his wrist, too afraid, at first, to go deep. On the third try, he felt the 
vein open up, the liquid warmth spreading like fire into his palm. He dug deeper, felt the blood spurt, heard it 
hit the carpet with a soft dripdripdrp. 


Gerard cried out in his sleep and Frank went to him, threw himself into the bed with him. 


"G," He sobbed, kissing Gerard's neck, wrapping his good arm around his best friend. Kissed his lips, tasting, 
savoring. With a soft moan, Gerard kissed Frank back, opened his mouth to him as their tongues crashed 


together. Gerard pulled him closer and, even in darkness, the world swam before Frank's eyes. 
"My God, | love you so much, G. Don't lose that, okay?" 


"| love you too, Frankie..? Did you have a nightmare?" Gerard wrapped his arms around Frank, pulled him on top, 


their bodies moving together frantically. Frank rested his head against Gerard's neck. 
“Something like that." 


He closed his eyes as Gerard's fingers sought to take his hand, stopped abruptly at the pumping, hot stickiness. 
His fingers slipped into the wound; Frank moaned. 


Gerard jerked away. "You motherfucker." 


At once, he was on top of Frank, crying and swearing, holding pressure to his wrist. He squeezed until Frank 
cried out, tried to bat him away. Gerard elbowed him in the face, dragged him by his bleeding wrist across the 
floor, to the first aid kit still on the desk. He fumbled in the darkness for the strip of rubber tubing, wrenched 
Frank's arm painfully and tied it off right above the elbow, tightening it with his teeth. He grabbed the towel 
from the desk, pressed it down hard upon the wound, leaned his knees on it. After a moment, he undid the 
tourniquet, but kept the pressure. If there was one thing Gerard knew, it was that its extremely hard to die 
by slashing one's wrist. But he refused to take a chance. 


"Did you cut yourself anywhere else?" 


Frank sobbed as Gerard felt his face, ran his hands down his throat, chest, over every extremity, looking for 


trauma. 


Frank never had the chance to answer as an explosion in the hallway sent them both screaming, cowering. 
There was yelling outside their door, shooting. Fuck, Frank thought wearily, now the zombies have fucking guns, 


too. 


"OH MY GODII! HEY! IN HERE!!!" Gerard screamed as loud as he could, his throat aching from the effort. A 
series of loud thuds sounded from the hallway, followed by more shouting. Something huge rammed into the 
door. Gerard rolled Frank onto his side, tucked his wrist beneath him to hold the pressure, and whispered, "If 
you move it, you're going to wish for death by the time I'm finished with you." 


He stood, raced to the door, threw it open. 
Simultaneously, six military men in flak jackets and riot gear pointed huge, semi-automatic rifles at his head. He 
threw his hands up, screamed, "Don't!" and dropped to the ground. They surrounded him at once and forced 


him back inside, their military flashlights and lanterns blazing. A man stepped out in front, checked his eyes, 
lifted his t-shirt, listened to his heart. 


"Have you been bitten?" 

"No. Neither of us have." 

"We have orders to transport all civilian survivors to our base of operations in DC. You will be briefed on the 
situation once we get there, but for intelligence purposes, we cannot discuss it with you at the present time. 
While you are in our convoy you will be under our orders, though you will remain a civilian. Failure to comply 
will result in loss of life. Do you understand?" 

Gerard nodded, whispered, "Yes." 

The men swarmed Frank then, ripped the towel from his wrist and began triage. The other men filed in, two 
stationed in each direction of the hallway. They pulled the curtains back and Gerard turned away as the 
balcony door was flung wide, as shots rang out. Goodbye, Mikes. Rest h Peace. 


The acrid smoke of gun powder burned Frank's eyes as he lay there, felt the sharp stick of a needle in his 
arm. He looked up at Gerard, smiled faintly before closing his eyes. 


Gerard stood off to one side, his eyes never leaving Frank's pallid face. One of the men turned to Gerard. 


"What happened here?" 


Gerard smiled sadly, rubbed the tears from his eyes. 


"He almost gave up hope." 


